The Boody Beacon 
J.A.S. 228, Brooklyn 
Issue of June, 1933 





Scanned by Steven T. Matarazzo 
Special Thanks to Theresa Ruffino Matarazzo 





J. H. S. 228, BPKLYN. 


ae eee ISSUE OF JUNE, 1933 














A FAREWELL 


Farewell, dear Boody! Two full years have we resided within your 


brick walls, becoming wiser and better Americans, day ajter day. | 


Day after day have we wandered in your fields of knowledge pick- 
ing the flowers of wisdom. Some of our bouquets have been large, 


others small and incomplete, some have even been left to fade and die. 


But by your guidance we have now reached the forked path on 
the “Road to Wisdom,” each path leading to something higher and 
nobler. Which road shall we take and what shall be our destination? 


Our future now depends upon our judgment. 


We are leaving you, dear Alma Mater, and are entering our new 
home of learning, where we hope to realize all our ambitions. May 
we always remember you most lovingly, most gratefully and most 


kindly. 


JACK BUDOWSKY., RD3. 
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WHERE ARE YOU GOING—HIGH 
SCHOOL OR WORK? 


Possibly we are a little premature in 
bringing up this subject of where you 9B’s 
and RD’s are going after graduation. 
Nevertheless, it would be wise to give some 
thought to this all important step in life. 
The time is drawing near when approxi- 
mately 350 seniors will either turn to the 
wheels of industry or continue to tread the 
path of higher education. In either case 
you must comprehend the condition of our 
country, and the opportunities it has to 
offer you. 

Already our high schools are overcrowded 
and high school graduates are finding it 
difficult to obtain work. It is a well known 
fact that to find a job today is like looking 
for the proverbial ‘“‘Needle in the Hay- 
stack.” -In view of these disconcerting 
statements a decision must be made in June. 

If there is a choice of your going to high 
school do not hesitate to grasp the oppor- 
tunity. Be careful in your choice of a pro- 
fession! Already many fields are filled to a 
capacity. If you are planning to look for 
employment in the fall, you will find posi- 
tions scarce. 

In all events start thinking of your grad- 
uation and plan your future pursuits. In 
doing so, Mr. Kehoe and all of the teachers 
in cooperation with him say, “Be Wise!” 


Thelma Sonberg, RD1 


OUR SCHOOL “BOODY” 


Very few of us realize what our school, 
David A. Boody Junior High, has done for 
us. If I were to list all the benefits sched- 
uled for us Boodyites, I would cover much 


more space than is allotted to me. 


Think of our enormous list of extra- 
curricular activities. “hese are a few things 
done this term. We have had a very interest- 
ing selection of clubs, we have produced a 
spectacular operetta entitled, “The Love 
Pirates of Hawaii!’ Boody has taught our 
pupils how to produce beautifully colored 
original paintings, and last but not least, 
Boody has published our fine magazine, 
“The Boody Beacon.”’ 


Why, during these dreadful days of un-- 


employment and depression the teachers of 
Boody have contributed both time and 
money to the Unemployment Relief Com- 
mitte Fund. Free lunch tickets have been 
given to those who cannot afford lunches, 
and many classes have contributed baskets 
of food and clothing to those in need. 

This is one of the finest schools in the 
city. Everyone of us should be proud to be 
a member of our miniature “Democracy in 
a Republic!” Boody! 
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DO YOU KNOW THAT— 


Bread made from wheat was once only 
a Christmas luxury? Up until the middle 


_of the 18th century only the rich could 


afford wheat for bread. 

The custom some years ago in Norway 
was to leave some Christmas pudding on 
your plate for the dead? 


Eels are a popular dish in Italy? 

Mush is the leading Christmas food in 
Sweden and the Swedish people have fish 
instead of turkey for their Christmas din- 
ner? 

Mustard was a popular Christmas break- 
fast dish in England in the sixteenth cen- 
tury—it was eaten to provoke the noble 
thirst ? 

The “All American Bird’’—the turkey— 


is the only domestic fowl that you eat that 
is native to this country? | 

Santa Claus was an outcast in Massa- 
chusetts from 1659 to 1681? Christmas 
was illegal and anyone caught eating a 
Christmas feast was fined five shillings? 

When you eat Rice you eat iron, potash, 
cellulos¢, acid, magnesia, sodium, silicic 
acid, sulphuric acid, lime, chlorine and ni- 
trogen! because all of that is contained in a 
grain of rice? (Try saying that all in one 
breath. ) 

The Peach was believed poisonous in 
America in the early Eighteenth Century? 
They were grown for curiosity. 

Tea was eaten as a food before it was 
used as a beverage? It was flavored with 


butter and salt. 
Karl Leone, RD2 


COV 


A DESCRIPTION OF A JAPANESE 
GARDEN 


The Japanese Garden, which is located in 
the Botanical Gardens, is enclosed by a 
bamboo structure. A short path leads to 
a small pagoda equipped with several long 
benches. A wooden platform, which is a 
continuation of the Pagoda, opens onto the 
smooth lake. 

Small goldfish dart under water causing 
a soft ripple in the quiet lake, coming up 
for some morsels which some happy child- 
ren throw to them. 

Surrounding the lake are high hills cov- 
ered with beautiful cherry blossoms, Jap- 
anese trees and shrubs. In the dense growth 
is a beautiful water-fall which rushes over 
the jagged rocks. In the shallow water there 
are large masses of violet and yellow Irises. 
All in all, the Japanese garden gives us a 
slight idea of the beauty of the far East. 

Angelina Fiorentino RCI 
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9B1 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Ephraim Boyarsky works as hard as can be, 

The result of his labor we all can see. 

Sydney Bresner slim, but not tall, 

Is very handy with both glove and ball. 

Armand D’Agastino who works very hard, 

Is now taking charge of the boys in the 
yard. 

Alex Epstein quiet and meek, 

Has hair which never looks sleek. 

Robert Fine quiet and nice, 

Never has to be told things twice. 

Fred Fleicher a lazy lad, 

Has a knack of getting “in bad.” 

Dominick Farrugio has a serious look, 

Yet we read his face like an open book. 

Paul Gellerman is very polite, 

To get good marks is his delight. 

Seymour Hartman tall and lanky, 

Has a look that’s never cranky. 

Robert Hirsch with manner grave, 

Will never play the part of a knave. 

Harold Kron with his locks awry, 

. Always has his hair in his eye. 


Arthur Lauricella “Billy Woods” was he, 


A naval lieutenant some day may be. 
Gilbert Leventoff to Boody has returned, 


In no other place could he become so 
learned. 


Irving Pine with a complacent grin, 
Can sometimes create an unearthly din. 


Julius Pollack with manner so smug, 
Dismisses all cares with a nonchalant shrug. 
Abe Rogoff as quiet as can be, 
His mark he’ll make one day, you'll see. 
George Schneider is always talkative, 
Tho’ the gleam in his eye is far from 
sportive. 
Louis Schwartz extremely conscientious, 
Never acts in a manner contentious. 
Jack Shapiro sets out with high hopes, 
Tho’ for inspiration he constantly gropes. 
Bernard Wagman’s constant chatter, 
Keeps the room in a state of clatter. 
Irving Zalowitz’s good-natured smile, 
May save him walking many a mile. 


—==wW 
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Larry Lipshitz at times capricious, 


Passes remarks that are quite facetious. 


Baroor Santoian who to “Lefty” will re- . 


spond, 
Is the type lad of whom athletes are fond. 
Irving Meisel a tall young man, 
On coming early, has put a ban. 


Leonora Cantor small and slight, 

To win her point, will put up a fight. 

Who is so quiet and so neat? 

It’s Jeanne Greenwald, she can’t be beat. 

Shirley Goldstone your face always in a 
book, 

Is that where you get that knowing look? 

Anita Loesch is a regular gal, 

Because she never deserts a pal. 

Mildred Moutner a very bright lass, 

Is a well mannered girl in our class. 





Kate Nester for humor aflair, — 

In our estimation is both just and fair. 

Gladys Post a lawyer to be, 

Is practicing now in our 9B. 

Irma Smith with long black curls, 

Is liked by both the boys and girls. 

Jessie Schapero_ with cheeks like a rose, 

Is the type girl, who has few foes. 

Evelyn Spector with a mind so wise, 

To the top is surely bound to rise. 

Mildred Steiner is often caught 

For too much talking and lack of thought. 

Virginia Tipaldi has but to appear, 

And all the clouds seem to disappear. 

Helen Votsis whose eyes are blue, 

Will always help you no matter what you 
do. 

Pearl Field in school rarely found, 

May, after three, come babbling around. 


fas 


FIND THE PROVERBS 


sateh keams satew. 


. eehcsp is livers, lencesi si nologd. 

. dirbs fo a herteaf, kcolf hetogetr. 
Itheath is lthaew. 

tyeonhs is eth estb ciyolp. 


a nnepy devas si a nepyn reeand. 


IHU BWHD 


. kaet earc fo hte nnepeis, nad hte lloadrs 
lliw eatk earc fo sevlesmhte. 


8. na cenuo of eevrptnnoe, si tteerb naht 
a noudp fo reuc. 


9. eesgni si eeiiblgnv. 
10. phisnderfi llomsew htiw eag. 


11. veers ruoyflse, Iduow uoy eb llew 
veersd. 


12. ghual nad hte ldrow ghuals htiw uoy, 
eepw nad uoy eepw eonal. 


13. eh ohw sthigf dna snur yawa lliw ievl 
ot thfig rehtoan yad. 


14. keam yah, ielhw hte nus nesshi. 


15. ssennikd effetcs eorm htna eeytirvs. 





16. od ot otrehs sa ouy Iduow eavh thme 
do otnu ouy. 


17. riecht is eh mared, fi sih rreauql si 
oodg. (Lawyer). 

18. eevrn eeavl ffo rof ooorrtmw, htaw 
nac be nedo oadyt. 

19. tteduiarg si hte ngis fo hte elbon slous. 

20. eh ttha si eeirhtn neo htgni ron hte 
thero sah on ierndfs. 

21. hteer si aalwys ooeenms escrow ffo naht 
rseflouy. 

22. eb nntteoc htiw rouy tol, noe nac ton 
eb srtei ni eeyrvyhtgni. 

23. ti si setb ot cerappr rof hte ysad fo 
ssencty. 


24. reydst hte eesd fo eivl ro ti lliw rowg 
pu ot rouy iunr. 


25. disetuo owhs si a oorp tttiuessbu rof 
nnier orthw. 


By—Gertrude Jacobs 7B2 
(Answers in the back) 
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9B2 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Aaron Brown, that nice good fellow, 

Has eyes of Brown and a voice that needs 
airin’ (Aaron). 

Irving Burstein has such a broad back 

Ovaltine he surely doesn’t lack. 

Anthony Casalina can never see 

Why anyone should study Biology. 


Alexander Capaldo with hair so dark, 

Thinks the school is but a lark. 

Murray Dorfman, that talkative fellow, 

Has a voice that’s not very mellow. 

That Sam Ferber can entertain everyone 
knows, 

He wants to be an actor, and play in 
Broadway shows. 

Dot: Dash; 

Stop talking 

Dot: Dash; 

You’re reported 

Dot: Dash; 

Gelber and Romanoff. 


Haskel, Jond, that bright young boy, 

Does his work with a lot of joy. 

Albert Kolina, a boy scans lean, 

When in French is not so keen. 

Seymour Kessler loves a good joke. 

Just mention Biology and he’ll give you a 
poke. 

Philip Klass, that quiet lad, 

When in his classes is seldom bad. 

Karl Krantz, who bites his nails, 

Wants to be a Criminologist and put every- 
one in jail. 

Philip Lederman, our class shirk, 

Thinks he can get away with the Civics 
homework. 

Charles Lisofsky’s drawing is artistic, 

But he should be less optimistic. 

Rosarrio Mistretta, that nice little boy, 

When his mark is raised to a 65, he jumps 
with joy. 

Paul Perces, that handsome lad, 

Has a vocabulary that’s not so bad. 
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Solomon Resnick, that blond haired lad, 

Loves to draw, he has no other fad. 

Julius Schmegelsky, that loud-voiced fel- 
low, | 


When he talks, it sounds like a bellow. 


Joshua Schneider, a very quiet lad, 
Tries very hard not to be bad. 


Maurice Schotter, chewer of gum, 
Adds many cents to Wrigley’s income. 
Leonard Silbertstein, that quiet boy, 
‘To the teachers he is a great joy. 
Benjamin Skolnick curly of hair, 

Has a seat but never sits there. 
Attilio Tarante our G. O. Chief, 

In his leadership we have firm belief. 





George Weinstein, an artist to be, 

Just ask him some French and he just don’t 
see. 

Mildred Bertrand, our Dramatic aid, 

Is one of the reasons our class play was 
made. 

Louise Carrolla, as her name implies, 

Loves hearts and flowers that do not die. 

Arofelda Grimaldi, when in the gym, 

Excels her classmates because of her vim. 

Helen La Manna, a lovely girl, 

Has hair that contains many a curl. 

Rita Miller, short and sweet, 

Has a smile that can’t be beat. 

May Rabinowitz, that tall girl, 

Good in Grammar and never in a whirl. 


a 


ONE CARELESS DETAIL 


As Mr. John Reginald Davidson Browne 
strolled leisurely down Broadway, he 
brushed away an invisible speck of dust 
from his immaculately clean overcoat, ad- 
justed his already very much tilted hat, and 
gave his walking stick a nice luxurious 
shake. Reaching the subway station he paid 
his fare and went in. Out of one of the 
trains came Mr. Andrew Boles Clairmont 
Lee, a very good friend of Mr. John Regi- 
nald Davidson Browne. Mr. Lee, as soon 
as he saw Mr. Browne, ran up to him and 
whispered something in his ear. Mr. 
Browne turned white as a ghost, screamed 
a short little scream, and ran up the stairs. 
When he reached the great outdoors, he 
looked left and right and then, keeping as 
close as possible to the buildings ran as fast 
as his legs could carry him. When he 
reached the hotel he was staying at he ran 
in, and hid behind a huge fern which kept 
him from the view of everyone in the 
lobby. At his first opportunity he got out 
and fairly flew up the stairs to his room. 
He unlocked the door, went in, locked the 


door behind him and put on the light. Star- 
ing down at his feet his face was a mask 
of horror. ‘Then satisfied, he breathed a 
sigh of relief, for he, Mr. John Reginald 
Davidson Browne had walked down Broad- 
way with one black shoe and one light tan 
shoe! 


Josephine Viola, RB1 


C VO rs 


THE LIGHTHOUSE 


From that high lonely tower shines a golden 
light, 

To guide ships safely through the night, 

It shows the ships the rocks and reef 


It saves the sailor from woe and grief. 


So, when you sail the ocean blue, 
Think kindly of the light-house true, 
A friendly beacon it shines on high, — 
While a lighted castle goes sailing by. 


Esther Littman, 9A1 
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9B3 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Richard Coppola, our algebra ace, 

Has the most quiet looking face. 

Alfred Cresenzi, some day will meet his 
fate, 

For he’s forever coming in late. 

Morris Curcio, so popular is he, 

Never more improvement could you see. 

John Delavore, our reader best, 

Never can pass a Grammar test. 

Guido DiNardo, such a giggler you never 
saw, 

He doesn’t abide by the Silence Law. 

Frank Esposito, who talks out of turn, 


Hasn’t control to keep his mouth firm. 
Louis Fonte, as quiet as a mouse, 

Acts in school as he does in his house. 
John Nucatola, so quiet a boy, 

Plays with school as he does a toy. 


Joseph Pizzimente, strong and rough, 
h boy! can he be tough. 


John Renda, our cartoonist to be, 

Look what he’s drawing and see what you 
see. 

Vincent Sciallo, will he ever grow? 

Well, after all he isn’t so low. 

John Trimboli, tall and thin, 

A Biology medal will never win. 

David Tutrone, the class performer, 

What he needs is a good reformer. 

Vito Poli, the mathematician, 

Does his works like a magician. 

Leonard Nelson, with hair so blonde, 

Of all the girls is very fond. 

Angela Carbona, the dictionary must have 
eaten, 

For her vocabulary cannot be beaten. 

Anna Ciafolo a monitor is she, 

Of Miss Harrington’s afternoon tea. 

Domenica Di Blasi, a friend indeed, 

Helps anyone who is in need. 

Concetta Granata, with kinky hair, 

Is almost as chubby as a baby bear. 


2A Ee Ba BAR 9 
LS OS a ss CNS! 


Domenica Guarneri, an alert lass, 

Is Vice President of our class. 

Mina Klein, tries her best, 

To pass a hard Italian test. 

Mary Lanza the prettiest of the class, 
Can anyone in her beauty pass. 
Josephine Pirotta, who stays in her seat, 
Never anyone in Algebra could she beat. 


Maria Puma, a jolly lass, 

Can anyone in Grammar surpass. 

Mary Porto, tall and sincere, 

Never an Algebra test does she fear. 
Nettie Spinato, small and sweet, 
What eyes! What hair and what feet! 
Carmela Valente, with eyes of blue, 
To all her friends remains very true. 





THE TAJ MAHAL 
As I reached this beautiful building, I 


was struck by the gorgeous panorama spread 
out before me. It is made entirely of pink 
marble and was built by Maharajah of In- 


dia in memory of his dead wife. 


When I entered through the massive 
marble gate, I was awe-struck. On the 
wall written in gold was the whole of the 
Koran, the Mohammedan Bible. ‘The 
floors had the finest of Oriental rugs on 
them. In the throne room the thrones and 
the furniture were of gold studded with 
gems. The most priceless thing here is a 
divan of gold with two million diamonds, 
sapphires, rubies, emeralds, and other preci- 
ous stones in it. 

When I came out I was speechless, for it 
seemed here was all the wealth in the 
world. One has to be there to appreciate 
it. 

I regretted that I had to leave for I 
wanted to see everything all over again. 
When I did go, however, it was with the 
thought that this was the most beautiful 
building in the world. 


Gertrude Jacobs, 7B2 


THE GONDOLAS OF VENICE 


From the silence, from the dark, 
O’er the water, from the bark— 
Comes a sound of a guitar 


Sounding sweetly from afar. 


Riding smoothly o’er the sea, 
Singing, talking, laugh and glee; 
Ride the lovers in the dark— 
The gondola—‘‘Lovers’ Bark.” 


But a few hours ago 

The gondola rode so slow, 
With no laughter and no glee 
But with tears and sympathy. 


All were mourning for the dead, 
Riding to the church ahead, | 
With no talking and no song 

But riding silently along. 


First for dead, this was the chance, 
Then for lovers and romance 
Gondolas ride through the smooth sea 
With silence, tears, laughter and glee. 


Frances Caetta, RD3 
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9B4 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Martin Brown, with voice so romantic, 

Sings at all times, and so drives us frantic. 

Fred Bleckner, a baseball fan, 

Cuts periods, when he can. 

Herbert Cohen, calm and serene, 

In a frenzied rush is never seen. 

Filoteo Fanghella, with locks awry, 

Leaps from his seat, with a manner too 
Spry. 

Benjamin Herbtsman, has a mind _ that’s 
keen, 

In all our difficulties on him we lean. 

Milton Nachinson, with personality plus, 

Should get through life without much fuss. 

Morris Pearl, no kin to Jack— 

Versatility should not lack. 

Seymour Reiner, so juvenile is he,— 

A little more quiet well could be. 

Victor Schapiro, of the twinkling eye, 

Around the girls is very shy. 

Clarance Snyder, who likes to tease, 

An opportunity will always seize. 


Yetta Benzion, who likes mannish styles, 

Often resorts to feminine wiles. 

Irene Bluestein, who wears a lone earring, 

With others affairs is never interferring. 

Yolanda Campanella, a girl who’s artistic, 

Draws pictures that are very realistic. 

Frances Canner, with grin on her face, 

In Business Practice, get’s a trip around 
space. 

Eleanor Cohen, no one can deny 

Is, at times, somewhat shy. 

A ready blush comes to her cheek, 

When Molly Denker is called to speak. 

She hasn’t very much to say, 

But we like Flora Friedman ’cause she is 
that way. 

Helen Geraci, as small as can be, 

Is always busy as a bee. 

The flags are out ;—though the bells chime, 

Theresa Goirdano has come on time. 

Sylvia Goldman, who does accurate work, 

From her duties does never shirk. 


>—__—__- ——— 
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Though her hair is her crowning glory. 

That’s not all of Caroline Graff’s story. 

Marry La Rocco, not at all stout, 

Always finds something to laugh about. 

Helen Levy, though quiet and shy, 

Never lets a chance slip by. 

Rose Liebman, with a laughing expression, 

Cheers us up in these days of Depression. 

Mabel Mac Donald,a member of our class, 

Wears her hair like a little Scotch lass. 

Ruth Marcus, our class personality, 

Now attends school with a startling regu- 
larity. 

Ann Nadler, for talking do not blame, 

For most other girls do just the same. 

Norma Orkin, with her heartiest laugh, 

Shows her dimples to the class. 

Margaret Pataky, an all around for sport, 

Is especially good on the basketball court. 

Grace Provident, at the slightest sign, 

Talks her utmost on the line. 

Lucille Rosen, smart and dependable,— 

There’s nothing about her that isn’t com- 
mendable. 

Antoinette Russo, who keeps in the back- 
ground, 

Has never been guilty of making a sound. 





Jane Rutledge, quiet and meek, 

To be in her company is a treat. 

Dorothy Schapiro, who craves a career— 

A commercial artist will be, we hear. 

Lillian Sierachik, who is on the patrol, 

Keeps the girls in perfect control. 

Ann Spevack, with hair so dark, 

Hopes that life will prove a lark. 

Blue eyes, blonde hair, 

Has Gertrude Storch who’s fair and square. 

Muriel Sugarman, shy and sweet, 

Is the kind one’s pleased to meet. 

Angelina Suma, her glasses forgets, 

Over her work she always frets. 

Emma Texin, has a sunny disposition, 

‘To make us gay is her secret ambition. 

Gertrude Teischler, with manner serene, 

Has a wit that’s quite keen. 

Lillian Wallach, a placid girl, 

Hopes that life won’t be too mad a whirl. 

Laura Wason, happy and gay, 

Thinks the piper she’ll never pay. 

Helen D’Analfo, with a luminous smile, 

Is always trying to do something worth 
while. 

Edith Freedman, a quiet lass, 

Is the captain of our class. 


Fe 
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9B5 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Italo Battaglia, husky and neat, 

First in the gym for the boys to meet. 

John Citrola, a class captain 

Is always thinking something has happened. 

John Iracone, a smart one is he 

Always thinks of what he will be. 

Joseph Legeno, who has a small mouth 

Always thinks of going south. 

A slim boy is Vincente Lucente 

And when he is bathing, boy! he has plenty 
of pep. 

Mariano Montagnino, a singer is he. 

Some day a crooner he will be. 

Patsy Mola, who has eyes of brown 

Is always looking in the lost and found. 

Fred Savotok, a flavor he’ll be 

But a day will come and a flop is he. 

James Tartamella, a sneak-in-the grass 

Never likes to be broadcast. 

Joseph Traina, handsome and neat 

Is always fighting and never beat. 

Salvatore Traina, a well known boy is al- 
ways late 

But at 3 o'clock he’s first at the gate. 


William Tiernan, a wise guy is he 
Never thinks of what he will be. 

Tony Vertillio, dark and strong 

Is always in trouble and never wrong. 
Evelyn Agalloco with hair not so blond, 
In other words it’s dirty blond. 

Dora Berlandstein tall and fat, 

Likes to dance and play about. 

Judith Berndhart, a sweet lass, 

Always has questions to ask. 

Tessie Curreri who is fond of sports, 
Likes to play outdoor games of all sorts. 
Anita Delucia who is never ready, 

Has a tongue that keeps going steady. 
Dolores Demonarco quiet and neat, 
We all think that she is sweet. 

Concetta Lopinto who thinks she’s tall, 
But she’s the smallest one of all. 

Lena Marina quiet and sweet, 
Anything she does, is careful and neat. 
Josephine Melodia our typist best, 

Is always called our class pest. 
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| Concetta Morelli first in line, Anita De Luca, so tall and slim, 
| Hopes to be a leader sometime. ‘Can outrun anyone in the gym. 
Jennie Pollicino you can’t despise, Deloris Demarko, so short and sweet, 
. When laughing has tears in her eyes. You'll always find her in her seat. 


Marie Patti who’s hair is short, 
Is known as a very good sport. 
Lena Ricotta a very good friend, 


When asked for anything is ready to lend. 
Fannie San Filippo smartest girl in town, 
Can get by without a book around. 

Rose Varrone plump and tall, 

Is ready to play a game of basketball. 
Lena Vitale short and neat, 

To look at her is quite a treat. 

Marie Zanca who is very thin, 

Is always full of pep and vim. 

Evelyn Agalloco, with blond hair, 
Always combs it with much care. 

Dora Berlinstein, a twin is she, 

Is always thinking of a he. 

Judith Bernheart, a quiet lass, 

Never has a question to ask. 

Tessie Curreri, with small feet, 

Is the class’ best athlete. 


— —— — 


TRAFFIC COP 


I would like to be a traffic cop, and raise 
my hand for cars to stop, 

I’d raise my chest, 

My badge I’d shine, 

I’d look my best and feel so fine. 


na PT 


I’d stop the motorists, who are out for a 
frolic, 

And I’d give them a dose of their own 

tonic, 

If you don’t believe me, 

Just try me and see, 

I’m very severe on penalties. 


Sal Guistizia, 7B2 


a i —— 


Concetta Lopinto, a girl so quiet, 

But when she talks she makes a riot. 

Lena Marine, a girl so sweet, 

Is always ready to give a treat. 

Josephine Melodia, so calm and sweet, 

Is always so clean and neat. 

Marie Patti, a good sport, 

Always grins when she gets caught. 

Jennie Policino, dark and plump, 

Always says she’ll never flunk. 

Lena Riccotta, dressed her best, 

Is always ready to have a test. 

Fannie San Fillippo, the smartest girl in 
town, 

Can get by without a look around. 

Rose Verrone, with hair so black, 

So far has never been left back. 

Lena Vittilli, full of vim, 

Likes to play in the gym. 

Marie Zanca, not so tall, 

Says she likes to play basketball. 


Wa 


A REAL INSPIRATION 


I seldom sit me down to write; 

I guess I’ve no ambition 

They say to write one must be good; 
So I’m in no position. 

If I had an inspiration, 

(I know that’s what I’m weak on) 
Perhaps I might—I have it! 

And I'll write it for the BEACON. 


With this as my inducement 
I'll write a little skit. 

It may not be a masterpiece 
But I’ll know I’ve done my bit. 


Adele M. Sorkin, 8Bl 


aud 


Lawrence Aibel— 
Popular with all, especially the girls, 
Comb down the hair, Larry, its forming 
curls. 


Edward Finkelstein— 
“Run! Eddie! Run! Run for your 
team!” 
“Run! Eddie! Run! Commendations to 
redeem !”’ 


Bernard Freeman— 
Who so strangely holds a resemblance to, 


Mr. Kehoe’s son. Of his kind there are 


few. 


Samuel Greenberg— 
Our ex-class leader, but still is an ace, 
We know no one can take, ‘Uncle 
Sam’s place.” 


Robert Haas— 
A good little lad, of German descent, 
To make good in French, he is intently 
bent. 
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RD1 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Arthur Hendrickson— 
Arthur! Arthur! Stop your talking 
Or out of RD1 you'll be walking. 
Irwin Herskowitz— 
A poet and crooner and dentist is he, 
What else could he possibly be? 
Irving Horowitz— 
He’s a good sport, and my! he’s polite, 
One of Boody’s shining lights. 
Saul Kagan— 
An artist is he, in drawing he’s best, 
But Gee! Saul surely is a pest! 
David Kaminsky— 
David sure is full of pep, 
But he’d better watch his step. 
Victor Lo Duca— 
Victor! Victor! Please talk less, 
Or you'll find yourself in an awful mess. 
Milton Miller— 
An excellent student, and bright little 
lad, 
You will very seldom hear of Muilton 


being bad. 


$< 


TS 
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Harry Press— 
Harry! Harry! noisiest of men, 
As Miss Foster says, “Vous étes un 
vilain!” 


Arthur Rothenberg— 
Arthur in Civics thinks he excels 
Gee! I wish he’d stay in his seat: for a 
spell! 


Leonard Sandel— 
A maestro at the piano is he, 


~ But he talks like a busy bee. 


Murray Silverman— 
At basketball he sure is a whizz! 
But in French! IT’1l not tell you what 
he is! 


Ely Tracktenberg— 
A champion kibitzer and good sport is he! 
A National Congressman he wants to be! 


Sylvia Badanes— 
You’ve a golden voice, and a face so fair, 
But most of all you’ve lovely hair. 


Sylvia Binder— 
Sylvia Binder full of grace, 
Known all over for her “Baby face!” 


Hannah Davis— 
Hannah’s hair causes much trouble, 
But just the same she’s as bright as a 


bubble. 


Shirley De Nyse— 
In athletics our Shirley does excel, 
And other things she can do well. 


Muriel Drucker— 
Muriel is our little lass, 
Who in all subjects sure does pass. 


Shirley Froblich— 
Shirley Froblich’s as quiet as a mouse, 
We wonder if she’s like that, back at her 


house. 


Lily Gwynn— 
Lily’s brand new permanent wave, 
Makes our Lily sure look grave. 





Pearl Laugberg— 
Our wizard in Algebra, I’ll say she is, 
In asking questions, she sure is a whizz. 


Rose Maurer— 
Rose Maurer short and sweet, 
Is a girl who can’t be beat. 


Roslyn Middleberg— 
A lovely girl, who sure is set, 
On becoming Miss Reppke’s pet. 


Selma Miller— 
Selma Miller, our A-1 scholar, 


Always as bright as a shiny new dollar. 


Florence Ort— 
Florence Ort, prim and solemn, 
Is headed for the teachers column. 


Alice Permut— 
Our class “Prima-Donna”: and ex-presi- 
dent, 
A girl with a character straight and un- 
bent. 


Beatrice Persin— 
Beatrice surely loves her fruit, 
She’d better watch her French, or go 
down the chute. 


Bella Richman— 
Bella loves to yell and screech, 
But sometimes she sure is a peach. 


Lillian Solerno— 
Lillian is a bright little girl, 
But Civics has her in a whirl. 


Gertrude Schapiro— 
Gertie this and Gertie that, 
But Gertie why don’t you get fat? 


Sylvia Schare— 
Sylvia laughs and laughs all day, 
We love her because she is so gay. 


Dorothy Schoor— 
A bright little girl with marks so high, 
It won’t be hard for you to get by. 


Thelma Sonberg— 
I’m the one who gives the news 
I trust when it’s read, I'll suffer no 
bruise. 
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THE MELTING POT OF CLASS RD1 


We are now in the year 1955. So many 
wonderful happenings are taking place. The 
eminent and prominent masters of science, 
“What Not,” and ‘So Forth” are rising 
to the glowing ‘Melting Pot’’ and are 
streaming into the boiling cauldron like so 
many golden nuggets. I shall endeavor, 
without any reluctance, to recapitulate 
memories in your “so called minds’’ of the 
ex-RD1 graduates of David A. Boody 
Junior High School who left Boody in 
June, 1933. 

They have all realized their high ideals 
and I don’t know where to begin. I'll start 
the professions alphabetically. 

1. Artists — Robert Hoas and Saul 
Kagan are the only two artists who haven't 
painted as their masterpieces a bowl of fruit 
or a vase of roses. 

2. Aviators — Arthur Hendrickson, 
Pearl Langberg and Selma Miller. ‘They 
are the first aviators to stick a pin in a 
parachute and have it remain in the air. 

3. Baseball player — Victor LaDuca, 
ideal pitcher, never made an out, or hit a 
ball. 

4. Bookkeeper—Hannah Davis writes 
long hand as quickly as any expert writes 
shorthand. 

5. Chemist — Irving Horowitz, and 
Arthur Rothenberg who believed the ‘Ein- 
stein Theory” to be a fake were the first 
to prove it. 

6. Dentist — Irwin Herskowitz and 
Murray Silverman are “Painless Dentists” 
but Irwin Herskowitz is a “Musical Den- 
tist.”” 7 

7. Doctor—Harry Press switches the 
tonsils and appendix. He says, “why not 
remain the way we are born?” 

8. Gym Teacher—Did you know that 
Shirley DeNyse is the one and only gym 
teacher who can climb ropes? 

9. Journalists — [There are so many 
journalists now-a-days that Lily Gwynn, 


Beatrice Persin and myself, all contribute 
parts to one story. 

10. History Professor—To make his lec- 
tures interesting, Milton Miller sings them 
to the tune of “How Am I Doin’, Hey! 
Hey?” 

11. Lawyer—Our famous lawyers, Law- 
rence Aibel, Bernard Freeman, Samuel 
Greenberg, Leonard Sandel, and Lillian 
Salerno really believe their guilty clients, 
innocent. 


12. Movie Critics—Alice Permut, Gert- 
rude Schapiro and Rose Monrer are the 
only critics who write what they really 
think of pictures and plays. 

13. Patent Lawyer—Poor Edward Fin- 
kelstein! He believes all inventions orig- 
inal! My, he’s in a mess! 

14. Politician—Our first “Dictator” of 
the United States is none other than our 
old friend Ely Trachtenberg. 

15. Principal — Although Muriel 
Drucher holds the honored office of prin- 
cipal, she lacks some of the fine qualities 
our Mr. Kehoe possessed. 


16. Script Girl—Shirley Frohlich has 
never made a mistake! What a miracle! 

17. Secretary to Lawyer—Sylvia Schore 
is afraid of her employer’s criminals, but 
she won’t hold this position long. She’s 
going to marry Irwin Herskowitz. 

18. Court Stenographer — Dorothy 
Schoor loves her work! And the Judge! 

19. Teachers—All RD’s teachers are 
different. Sylvia Badones teaches French 
(Miss Foster!), Sylvia Binder teaches Eng- 
lish in France, (Listen Miss Partridge and 
Miss Reppke) and Florence Ort and Bella 
Richman are teaching in good old Boody. 

20. Teacher-Clerk—Roslyn. Middleberg 
is taking Miss Martens’ place in Boody. 
(She’s retired. ) 

Now that I’ve related to you the for- 
tunes of our dear ex-classmates, I wonder 
if you ever think of them. Well, that’s all 
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there is; there’s no more, and as the ‘““Won- 
derful Melting Pot” has cooled down the 


flow of knowledge has stopped. 


But someday, I know we will rekindle 


the ever burning, but now smouldering 
flame of friendship. 
O Kay Boody! 
Thelma Sonberg 


BSA ee, ad 


A HECTIC NIGHT 


Haunted houses, funny noises, and voices 
in the dark filled our first night at Reedam. 
A group of three boys had hiked to Reedam 
from our camp twelve miles away. We 
had planned on camping in the open. How- 
ever, “Dame fortune” was against us. It 
started to rain and the tent began to tear, 
causing a rip in the canvas as big as the sun. 
We took refuge in an old dilapidated house 
that was closed up. For some reason the 
house filled us with apprehension. 

We built a fire by throwing some of the 
furniture onto the hearth. It only served 
to make us more dismal because the flames 
sent long shadows across the room. 

Suddenly from out of nowhere there 
came a repeated rat, tat, tat as of a machine 
gun. We ran outside and saw a man 
dressed in dinner clothes with many holes 
in him and blood spattered all over the 
place. He was lying stiff and in a very 
unnatural position. Suddenly we heard a 
mufHed voice that said, “‘okay,’’ and the 
sound of a motor starting. 

As the result of this everybody scampered 
into the house like frightened mice. I don’t 
think anybody slept very much that night. 
The next morning we finally mustered up 
enough courage to go outside where we 
found the body had disappeared. 

We returned to the camp and told of 
our experiences. While talking to the coun- 
celors I noticed a twinkle in the eyes of 
the head one. He told us that it was all 
a hoax. ‘The body was a scarescrow with 
holes made by an icepick. The blood had 
been nothing more than mercurochrome 
and the noise had been made by two 
wooden instruments with handles. 


Robert Lipman RCI. 


MY DREAM 


Once I ate some chocolate cake, 
Before I went to bed. 

And when I fell asleep that night, 
Weird dreams went through my head. 


I dreamed that I was drowning, 
In the deep blue sea, 

And no one was around, 

To come and rescue me. 


I began to scream and holler, 
And then I called for help. 
My ma and pa were wakened, 
By my sudden yelp. 


They came into the room, 
To ask me what was the matter, 
I couldn’t even speak, 
My heart was going pitter-patter. 
I sat up in bed, and turned on the light, 
And didn’t fall asleep again that awful 
night. 
Paul Mills, RA3 


Cir O0O™N_ 


HE WHO GETS SAT ON 


He made a run around the end, 
Was tackled from the rear, 

‘The right guard sat upon his neck, 
The fullback on his ear. 

‘Two ends upon his chest, 

The quarter and the halfback then 
Sat down on him to rest. 

The left guard sat upon his head, 
Two tacklers on his face, 

The coroner was then called in 

To sit upon his case. 


Morris Dlasnow, 8B1 
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RD2 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Josephine Buell—Sunny Side Up. 


Lorraine Compana— Reaching for the 


Moon. 
Doris Fleischer—As Good as She Looks. 
Ida Foster—Happy Days Are Here Again. 


Isabella Giampietro— When I‘m The 
President. 


Leah Handwerker— For she is a jolly good 
fellow. 


Yetta Iroff—Smiling Through. 

Frances Jurin—A girl who can’t be beat. 

Gladys Lax—I wake up Smiling. 

Marie Lo Monaco—Just an echo in the 
valley. 

Vivian Olshane—Slow but sure. 

Theresa Ruffino— Twinkle in your ‘eye. 


Harriet Silverberg 


Eee tea Just Friends? 
e Sussman 


Matilda Schulman— Everything comes to 
him who waits. 


Fannie Schweitzer—Goldylocks. 


Sylvia Schneck 


.. Impatient Maidens. 
Jane Scappaticio 


Joan Tripi—After a storm comes another 
storm. 

Nancy Waingar—Good things come in 
small packages. 

Shirley Woolf—All that glitters is not 
gold. 

Julius Becker— Waltzing in a Dream. 


Sidney Erchen— Our “Romeo.” 

Abe Kaplan— An Ace in Algebra. 

David Krebs— Why Worry. 

Karl Leone— Buck Rogers yr. 2433. 

Leonard Lederman— Jack-in-the-Box. 

Raymond Siederman—Still Water Runs 
Deep. 

Anthony San Angelo—All but his tongue 
should grow. 

Bernard Shuster—Silence gives consent. 

Joseph Recktschaffen— Better late than 
never. 

Leon Wirtenberg—Our “Gabriel.” 

Raymond Whitlin—Alice in Wonderland. 
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RD3 KNOCKS AND BOOSTS 


Columbus discovered America maybe, 
But notice the discoveries of RD3. 


Discoverer Discovery 
Nathan Albimann cisccccicccccccicssssceessen perversity 
ee ae std C00: 7 i ae ree magnanimity 
SONNE BRO cts ancogesasscsineonccastene affability 
BAG BROWSE 5 crscicseissicscnseenrnscttnteitrons sagacity 
Raney 1) DAMICO ck cca brevity 
Aaron Findelstein occ verbosity 
Petree! Gabo ssi cc cesses perspicacity 
Ramin Gelfand 06.20 agreeability 
Leonard Graff ....ccccccnnenee adaptability 
0 ON gs ald eeraterge trot ete ee risibility 
James Kennedy on eeeeccccsssssssssnessssen durability 
Leon Kirchenbaum 0.00.00... impeccability 
Bigee Latte: 3c iy asian ener veracity 
Theodore Nudelimanr 2.0... gullibility 
Alvin Rappaport cscs garrulity 
a ee ct arora ciieroulnes agility 
Samuel Rosmarin ......ceccccsc: argumentation 
Edward Schlinsha 0.0 ..ccccncccccseeniscscecen activity 


Discoverer Discovery 
Bernard Terdeman occu amenability 
David Witemstein on... cccssssssssssseseses pugnacity 
Paul relia: coe ae loquacity 
Mitltired Bate 2 ct tea aes, vitality 
Cline Dei Gnae i. ccuakaas. aun taciturnity 
Adelaide BlOOmM ccs versatility 
RECS TMS pols liscce teak amiability 
PPAR COS Co BOC oo sicidocivvsstddseissosdecaccddeat biccareste acumen 
EPOUC OI MORNE N ase honda caselbetdiccontpane amity 
Gertrude Honig .20'5.cccseccc scintellation 
CRG TM th asase-d hdostanatabenany sociability 
Frances SCHORE icici caus equanimity 
Charlotte Schlossberg on... imitability 
Jee akc ey: 1g geen oe medee Oo nde Re amicability 
Annette Schrain 36a ccc. buoyancy 
Sip bvted Shea Gk ht oie Ta cscastoonsies sympathy 
Fy OWT eo center availability 
Miriatn Wald * oi: pulchritude 
Bernice Zinner .....ccescccsssesneeee conformability 


A 











20 | THE BOODY BEACON 





CLASS PROPHECY—RD3 


As faint shades of early’ morning faded 
away and the glory of the sun burst forth 
upon June 29 of the year of Our Lord, 
2033, a smart Drive-Easy Airplane alighted 
on the chromium roof of the Museum 
Technocrat. From the ultra-modern, 
twelve-seater plane there emerged Dictator 
Stecco and eleven of his apt pupils of the 
School of Technocracy. ‘They were study- 
ing in detail the history of the past century. 


“Now.” said His Technocratship, as they 


entered the hall of the Centennial Exhibit, 
“we shall see and learn more of the men 
and. women who preceded us.”” He pointed 
to some old papers, yellowed with age. 
‘Here is an original manuscript of that in- 
spired poetess Frances Cetta.”’ 

“Yes, and here my dear children is the 
gavel with which Monroe Lange opened 
the first meeting of this new government. 
While we are on the subject of government 
we might as well see the picture of James 
Kennedy, the first president of this new era, 
and some of the men who helped him build 
this nation. Here is the portrait of Nathan 
Altman, the able lawyer who abolished all 
crooked politics, and beside it, is the like- 
ness of Fay Sevia, the counsellor who led 
the prosecution against the gangsters of 
Chicago. Here is a bust of Samuel Ros- 
marin, the diplomat. He was an advisor 
of presidents and a companion of kings. 
Near this is a portrait of Leon Kirshen- 
baum, the ambassador who straightened all 
monetary matters between the United 
States of Technocracy and other nations. 
Look at the picture of David Wittenstein, 
an able statesman and leader, and Bernard 
Lerdeman, the War Correspondent. Teddy 
Nudelman is the financier of the new 
nation. 

Children, let us pause a moment and 
look upon the countenances of these men 
who did much for humanity: Dr. Alven 
Rappaport discovered a cure for cancer. 


Dr. Louis Damico, who perfected hypno- 
tism so that it could be used for medical 
purposes. Aaron Finklestein, the scientist 
and chemist made the serum which banishes 
the evils of old age and prolonged life from 
ten to twenty years. Bert Beckman, the 
athlete, discovered the serum to prevent 
athletic heart. Here also are the portraits 
of Larry Jones, the professor who perfected 
the robot for domestic use, and Edward 
Schlenski, the engineer, and Emanuel Gallo 
the most honest and righteous judge who 
ever sat in the seat of justice. 


Now among those who were connected 
with educating youth, we see the pictures 
of Estelle Burd, the teacher. She abolished 
algebra. Sylvia Shattan and Frances Schehr 
also teachers who established the no home- 
work system of teaching. Bernice Zinner 
who first used the new Zinner method of 
teaching French, and Paul Fildman an- 
other learned professor. 


Here is a likeness of Gertrude Honig, 
the most remarkable detective in the past 
century; and a portrait of Leonard Graff 
the football coach of Notre Dame. 


However, my dear children, do not get 
the impression that all these great people 
were solemn, serious-minded, bespectacled 
persons. Look at these portraits of Jack 
Bodowsky, the famous radio humorist; 
Jack Riter, his announcer; Annette Schram, 
the Metropolitan Opera Star; and Sol 
Baloker, who was the king of crooners. 
We see the pictures of Dorothy Cohn, the 
great emotional actress, and Ruth Schorr, 
the actress who won fame in Shakespeare’s 
‘Romeo and Juliet.’ Yes, and here, my 
children, we see the likeness of Mildred 
Bard, the classic dancer. In the Artists’ 
Alcove, we may gaze on the portraits of 
Claire Bellome, the celebrated portrait 
painter; Adelaide Bloom, the author who 
illustrated her own books; Selma Karp, the 


THE BOODY BEACON 21 


renowned commercial artist, and Miriam 
Wald, the interior decorator. Over there 
are the portraits of Charlotte Schlossberg, 
the journalist, and Kalmin Gelfand, the 
reporter, who was always on the spot. 
And now, my students, we have seen the 
pictures of some of the greatest men and 
women of this past century and I advise 
you to take them as an example and strive 
to make your lives as useful as they did. 


For remember, children, many millions of 


people have lived and died, but the memory 
of these, and others like these, shall live 
long after they themselves have returned 
to the earth, for they have left behind them 
something other than a marble slab.” 

The eyes of the children were fixed upon 
the stern countenance of the Dictator, as 
he slowly and solemnly ended his mono- 
logue, and the marble walls echoed his last 
impressive words. 


Adelaide Bloom, RD3 


DGS 


BELIEVE IT OR NOT 
By Ripley 


G. Washington was the first American 
Millionaire. 

The White House is built of Brown 
stone. 

Samuel Cooper not Robert E. Lee was 
ranking general of the Confederate Army 
during the Civil War. 

Washington was taller than Lincoln. 

Washington’s Birthday comes earlier in 
the year than Lincoln’s. 

“Stonewall” Jackson the great Confed- 
erate general was killed by his own men by 
his own orders. 


Horses were once as small as dogs. 

Mice can “telegraph” with their toes. 

You can swim more easily in ‘Salt 
Water” than in ‘‘Fresh.”’ 

That you can lift a pile of books with 
your breath. 


That a caterpillar eats 6,000 times its 
average weight before it becomes a butter- 
fly. 

If you lived in a desert you wouldn’t 
need a blotter. | 

That fish poles are eaten. 

That a watch runs differently on differ- 
ent persons. 


‘The most important vote ever cast! A pro- 
posal to adopt German as the official lan- 


guage of the U. S. was defeated by the 
majority of only 1 vote on Sept. 1774. And 
the vote was cast by a German. If: this 
man Mullenberg had voted ‘‘yes’” the U. S. 
linked by the languages would have en- 
entered the World War on the side of 
Germany. That would have changed the 
history of the World. 

Contributed by—M. Turteltaub RB3 


C7oo™~N 
MARVELS OF MY BRAIN 


As I was sitting down one day, 

(I was waiting for my friend) 

I said to myself “I'll write a poem, 

And it will not have an end!” 

I took out my pencil and began to write, 

About two men who were having a fight. 

One hit the other and the other hit him 
back 

It was a sort of tit for tat. 

Then came the part when Bill hit Mike, 

And I couldn’t think of anything else to 
write. 

My thoughts ran away, and I was alone, 

And I began to think about going home. 

I put back my pencil with a joyous sigh, 

That poem was a success, I had to cry! 


Stanley Rogoff, RAI 
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GRANDE SCIENZIATO CHE ONORA 
L’ ITALIA 








Guglielmo Marconi uomo scientifico ha 
dato molto tanto alla civilta del mondo con 
le sue grandi invenzioni. Egli é l’inventore 
del telegrafo senza fili. La sua invenzione 
che ci permette di comunicare a qualunque 
distanza é€ una delle piu meravigliose del 
campo fisico. 


Credo che nessuno, e specialmente un’ 
Italiano, abbia dimenticato di ascoltare il 
grandioso discorso di Guglielmo Marconi 
trasmesso sulla radio da Roma per tutto il 
mondo, il quindici Ottobre. 


Marconi parlo al mondo dalla stazione 
E. I. A. R. di Roma in occasione del decums 
anniversario dell’avvento del Fascismo al 
potere. I] messaggio fu dato da Marconi 
in Inglese, e fu tradotto in altre tre lingue, 
cioé in Italiano, in Francese ed in Tedsco 
da altre personalita. 


Nel suo discorso egli ci parlo del pro- 
gresso che l’Italia ha fatto sotto il potere 
Fascista, e c’ invito a visitore le bellezze di 
Roma e di tante altre citta Italiane. I] suo 
messaggio fu applandito con fervore da tutti 
e specalmente dagli Italiani che hanno nel 
loro cucre la bell’ Italia. 


Non si puo dimenticare linvenzione de 
Guglielmo Marconi perche senza di essa 
noi non avremmo avuto il piacere di sen- 
tire la sua voce da una cosi grande distanza. 


Isabella Giampietro, RD2 
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LO SCHERZO COSTOSO 


“Anna, percheé piangi?” 

“Vedi, mamma, Ugo mi ha scaraboc- 
cato tutto il quaderno.”’ 

“Ed ora dov’é andato quel brutto biric- 
chino?” domanda la mamma. “E andato a 
nascondersi nella stanza da pranzo,” re- 
sponde Anna singhiozzando. 


“Ugo, bada che lo pagherai, esci subito 
dalla stanza, e dimmi perché hai fatto co- 
desta mancanza a tua sorella.”” Ugo ubbi- 
discea la mamma e se ne viene tutto ri- 
dendo. 

“OQ Anna perdonami |’ ho fatto per 
scherzo.” ‘‘Questi sono scherzi che non 
vanno tanto a nessuno, ora va subito a 
prendere dieci soldi dal tuo salvandanaio per 
comprare un nuovo quaderno ad Anna,” 
dice la mamma ad Ugo che s’invia senza 
dir parola, perche’ sa che ha torto. Povero 
Ugo l’ha pagato buono lo scherzo. 


SOLITA 


Voltava la chiave del mio cor, amore 

FE. ho aperto la porta larga; 

E la fiamma brillante nel comminetto, 
amore, 

Mando la luce sul pavimento. 


Io guardavi alla luce nei miei occhi, amore, 
Io vidi la rosa nei capelli miei 

Ma tu ti voltasti e tene andasti, amore 

E mi lasciasti all’ inpiede la. 


Tradotta da. Carmela Valente, 9B3 


> —-—> 
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L’OISIVETE’ DE ROBERT 


Robert est un garcon de douze ans. II 
est tres bon; Mais il a un vice—il est pares- 
seux! chaque fois que sa mére lui dit 
d’étudier ses lecons, is quitte la maison pour 
joindre ses amis. 

Un jour sa mere lui dit: “Robert, tu ne 
travailles jamais. Pourquoi es-tu si negli- 
gent et si paresseux ?” 

“Je ne travaille pas,” dit Robert, “parce 
que je suis toujours malade.” 

La bonne mére lui réspond, ‘“Tu aurais 
du dire,” “Je suis toujours malade parce 
que je ne veux jamais travailler!”’ 


Joan Tripi, RD2 
6 Seo 


LE FERMIER ET LE NAIN 


Un fermier désirait labourer son champ. 
Des qu’il commence son travail, un nain se 


presente. Quand il voit le fermier il s’écrie 


furieusement, 

“Pourquoi labourez-vous au—dessus de 
mon toit?” 

Le fermier s’excuse et explique qu’il veut 
planter des légumes, mais s’il est d’accord, 
tout deux planteront ensemble. Lorsque le 
nain entend ce que le fermier dit, il fait 
cette proposition: 

“Bon. La premiére année j’aurai ce 
qui est sous terre et vous aurez ce qui 
est sur terre. La deuxieme année, vous 
aurez ce qui est sous terre et j’aurai ce qui 
est sur la terre. 

Le fermier accepte la proposition. Mais 

cet homme est tres fin. La premiere année 
il plante des tomates. Comme le nain a 
dit, le fermier prend ce qui est sur la terre 
(les tomates) et le nain cequi est sous terre 
(les racines). 
’ La deuxiéme année le fermier plante des 
carottes. Maintenant il prend ce qui est 
sous terre (les carottes) et le pauvre mair 
prend ce qui est sur terre. 


Francis Caetta, RD3 





JEAN ET SON CHIEN 


Jean, un écolier comme vous, a un chien 
nommé Rover. Jean et Rover s’entendent 
comme deux vrais amis. 

Ils sont dans le jardin. Jean mange 
une tartine et Rover ronge un os. Jean 
prend l’os et le place entre deux grosses 
pierres. Le chien peut le voir, mais ne peut 
pas le prendre. Rover regarde son maitre. 
Il est bien triste. S’il pouvait parler, il di- 
rait: “Je vous en prie, rendez-moi mon os.” 

Enfin, Rover perd patience. II se fache, 
enleve la tartine a l’enfant, et va la manger 
au fond du jardin. Jean, trés étonné se dit 
bientot, “J’ai eu tort de prendre l’os de mon 
ami; ainsi je ne dois pas me plaindre de ce 
que Rover a pris ma tartine.” 

Le soir Jean appelle son chien. II le ca- 
resse longuement et lui demande pardon. 
Le chien léche la main de son maitre, puis 
se couche a ses pieds. 


Rae Sussman, RD2 


C NOV oO 
Farfallina bel e bianca, 
Vola, vola e non si stanca, 
Gira qua, gira la 
Sopr’ un fior’ si posera. 


Fannie San Filippo, 9B5 


C90 
A GARDEN 


A garden is a sunny spot, 

A boon in weather cold or hot, 
The asters, lilies, and tulips red, 
Make a sweet and flowery bed. 


Each morning bright when I arise, 

No sooner do I open my eyes, 

I see the flowers shining bright, 

With dew gathered through the night. 


I love a garden, its flowers fair, 
Swaying softly in the fine balmy air, 
Spreading perfume fine and sweet, 
Up and down the long, long street. 


Kalmin Gelfand, RD3 
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VOICE OF THE PEOPLE 





As we are now, for the first time, run- 
ning a “Vox Pop Column,” we've had not 
a little difficulty in selecting the subject 
and people whose ideas and criticisms are to 
be obtained. But—Here’s hoping you like 
it! This question is “Should the boys and 
girls on the patrol and service squad be 
given one period off per month?” ‘To be 
just we have chosen people who are on 
the patrol and those who are not (teachers 
included ). | 

So here goes! Attilio Taranto’s and Mr. 
Downey’s ideas are one. Dear Readers: 
Mr. Downey, the lieutenants, and I, have 
thought it advisable to allow the monitors 
to take a free period once a month. ‘This 
privilege will be granted only to monitors, 
who do their duty to the best of their 
ability, who are at their posts regularly 
and on time. "Those who merit the privi- 
lege of a free period may take the time 
from a minor period only. 


Attilio Toranto 9B2.and Mr. Downey 


Now the opinion of the Captain of the 
Girls’ Patrol, Mary Lanza. Fellow Boody- 
ites: “It has been customary for those 
members of the patrol to use one of their 
periods a month as a free one. Many of 
you ask—Why?” Is there any other way 
in which our beloved school can show its 
appreciation to these loyal workers? It is 
not the form in which the appreciation 1s 
shown by our Alma Mater that makes us 
erateful. It is the thought and considera- 
tion bestowed upon us. In return for this 
kindness the service workers find the most 
dificult problem in their work easily over- 
come— ‘Then again I ask “Why?” A 
simple answer is, “As this earth needs sun- 
light, so does the human being living on it.” 
Therefore we find a co-operative service 
patrol of hearty workers. 

Mary Lanza. 


And now to hear from a teacher none 
other than our Miss Partridge. 

To the Beacon: 

When asked for my unbiased opinion, I 
must say that I think that any boy or girl 
on the patrol or service league who has 
faithfully performed his or her duty, surely 
is entitled to this reward, providing of 
course, that she or he doesn’t take advan- 
tage of this privilege—that is take off a 
major period. 


Miss Partridge. 


Well, here’s another captain— He’s 
captain of the Service Squad and Patrol 
of Boody. He says monitors deserve 
periods off because: 

1. ‘They do excellent work, by keeping 
order in the building and keeping the 
school clean. 

2. ‘They are earnest in their work. 

3. They are deprived of many privileges 
such as doing their homework in the 
morning before the period bell rings. 

Mr. Gianotti has consented to give his 
view on the point also: 

Dear Boody: 

Another great issue of the Beacon has 
been published, and this time I have been 
asked to give my views on this important 
topic. Of course I consider it a perfect 
idea to give these hard working boys and 
girls on the patrol and service a free period. 
But they should not take off a major pe- 
riod. Mr. Gianotti. 


Enfin, or shall I say finally we have our 
beloved French teacher Miss Foster: 

Mes éléves: 

Unaccustomed as I am to public writing, 
etc., I’d like to say, everybody is welcome 
to take a period off. But just let them try 
to dodge French. Voila! 

Votre Maitresse Miss Foster. 
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THE OLD WILLOW TREE 


The hot sun beat down upon the red tiled 
roof of the Californian Mission House. It 
also beat down upon the gay throng of 
young people who tumbled from the shiny 
new roadster. In the cool shadow of the haci- 
enda, the old willow tree crooned a lullaby 
to the two who lay sleeping the Sleep of 
Eternity, in the silent graves beneath. The 
practical business man, who now owned the 
ancient estate, greeted his guests with for- 
mal politeness and gracious hospitality. 
“Yes” said he, as they remarked at the 
gnarled yet graceful willow, “yes, there 1s 
something connected with that old tree. | 
believe the legend runs that this layout once 
belonged to some religiously-minded fellow 
who loved a girl. Yes, some cock-and-bull 
story. Sort of romantic stuff.” 


Fast fell the soft shades of evening, and 
the delicate twilight hues, enveloped the 


reverend willow, as she mourned her sad . 


tale. 


“Ah, yes indeed ’twas romance, but twas 
not mere affection, it was love, the eternal 
love that burned within them. For well 
nigh four hundred years have I thus stood, 
yet, can I see his tall form, his noble vis- 
age. Aye, a good lad he was. And born 
of good family. Noble was his lineage and 
ancient his crest, and when he became a 
priest, his whole heart was in his work, 
and never was there a more devout young 
man, till Cupid pierced his heart with a 
wicked dart, and she came into his life. 


It was a summer’s night, aye, I remem- 
ber ’t well. The moon had risen in all 
its loveliness, and the glory of the night was 
complete. There was romance in the blithe 
twinkling stars, and I, even I, sang of 
love. He sat in his carved old chair, de- 
voutly reading the scripture and I could 
see him through the window; when sud- 
denly the divine serenity was disturbed, and 
through the trees, toward the same old 





house, ran the lithe figure of a girl. 
Shrouded she was in a cloak of many folds, 
and the light of the soft silver moon shone 
on her dark wavy hair, as she raced up the 
old stone steps. Frantically she pounded 
on the old oaken door and breathless, she 
listened for the steps of the master of the 
house. Slowly the portals opened, and his 
face peered out into the darkness. 


“Quick,” she cried, “Jet me in, I am 
being hunted, hunted I tell you, chased by 
some mad man, who calls himself my father. 
You must hide me, they’ll never look here.’” 
Her pale frightened face, was white, even 
as marble, and her eyes, gxeat pools of mys- 
tic blackness, were the very’ picture of ter- 
ror. He was moved by her pitiful plight, 
and gave her shelter. 


She was of fiery Spanish blood, and. for 
that act of charity, would have died for 
him. He was infatuated with her from 
the first moment he laid eyes on her, and 
so, bit by bit, their two lonely souls became 
knit together, and she, who lived in the 
settlement, used to meet him secretly many 
times, beneath my spreading branches. ‘They 
planned to marry, go off into the wilder- 
ness, and live primitive lives as Adam and 
Eve, if only he were free. At times, they 
had felt that their love was the one great 
thing, but then, alas, their better judgment 
would give way to foolish fancies, and both 
would then be in doubt. 


At last one night, with her as witness, he 
placed, within my hollow tree two rings, 
bearing the crest of his ancestors. The 
next night, when the clock struck twelve, 
they would meet here, and after they each 
had put on one of the rings, they would 
run off, to another settlement. But, alas. 
God willed it not so, for she knew that by 
loving him, she was ruining his life’s work. 
She decided to come the night after, two 
hours before the appointed time, with a 
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cruel uncivilized Indian. She bade him 
slay her and bury her at my roots. He 
did so. | 

At twelve, the appointed hour, he came. 
His heart beat fast and he was worried. 
For many minutes he waited, upon the very 
spot where she lay buried, and then, seized 
by a wild madness, he mounted his horse, 
and rode out into the blackness, determined, 
to find the girl he loved. The night was 
dark, and wicked men walked abroad. They 
slew him, took his money, and went their 
way. 

The next day the settlers found him and 
they laid him to rest beneath my branches, 
for they knew this to be his wish. “Thus 
were those two united in Death, and thus 
they sleep. I watch over them my sad 
song, but still the two rings be hidden, as 
the secrets of their love. 

The willow’s story faded into the dark- 





on 
ness, and all was silent in the little arbor. 

The next day the guests complained of 
a terrible night’s sleep. ‘Yes indeed,” said 
they, “there was an awful hurricane and 
besides all through the night we heard a 
queer mourning wail, that had a strange 
resemblance to a human voice.” ‘Then as 
each related their experiences of the night, 
they were astonished, to find that they had 
all had the same dream. It was rather 
dim, but they remembered it concerned a 
priest, and a beautiful girl, and a ring. 

Meanwhile, the host had wandered out 
into the shadowy grounds. Suddenly, he 
drew back, uttered a strange cry of half 
wonder, half fear. There on the earth 
before him, lay the willow, torn from it’s 
roots, and a few feet away lay two golden 
rings, intricately worked in the old Spanish 
fashion. : 


Adelaide Bloom, | RD3 





THE CALL 


I can hear the babbling of the brook, 
The calling of the sea, 

The roaring of the ocean waves, 
‘Trying to break free. 


They are calling to me, 

Can’t you hear? 

But I cannot go, I must turn my ear 
Away from the brook, ocean and sea. 


Oh, if I could go, where my heart is calling, 
I with the brook would flow 

Over the river and over the sea 

Forever and ever I’d be free, free, free. 


But what’s the use of moaning, 
I know it’s all in vain, 

For if I told anyone 

‘They'd think I was insane. 


Ruth Marcus, 9B4 


THE ERASER GAME 


Oh, is there an eraser handy? No, I 
do not wish to clean the blackboard. ‘This 
is one time when the article called for shall 
be put to use for something other than it 
was meant for. Place the eraser on the 
center of your head, and place your head in 
a desirable position, and make the eraser 
stay put. But no, you are not the only one 
to be set apart from the others by this mark 
of distinction, another too shall be appointed 
to chase after you and make your feet act 
as if winged. If unfortunately your head is 
a bit unsteady, and the eraser topples off, 
you are out and immediately chase after 
the one who, a moment ago chased you, but 
if she tags you, you are also counted out. 
Then another pair is chosen by the ones 
who dropped out. We shall now see how 
skillful they are at playing the eraser game. 


Gladys Spanier RAI 
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A TALK WITH THE PRINCESS MARIE OF RUSSIA 


When you think of a Princess you see 
in your imaginative mind a girl, fair as 
morning, with beautiful elaborate and 
stately gowns, and twenty hand maids at 
her beck and call. This Princess never does 
any work and never has to learn her lessons, 
lying in a bed of roses till noon. She also 
eats only the choicest and most costly foods. 
She is her own master and does not listen 
to any one not even her own father and 
mother. 


“Oh! but in real life it is different,” says 
Princess Marie. ‘TI never wore beautiful and 
elaborate dresses but plain and simple ones 
made by hand. Neither had I twenty hand 
maids. I think our household had but that. 
I had to do little bits of work which my 
mother set before me; for she believed in 
training her daughters right even if we 
were of royal blood. About the discipline idea 
I doubt if anyone had more severe discipline 
than I. But I thank my parents for it now 
because it helped me in later years. My 
idea of having a good time would have been 
to join the Girl Scouts if there had been 
such an organization. 


When the revolution broke out my 
family had to flee for their lives and our 
happy circle was broken up. We were sep- 
arated to different countries. I finally 
landed in England to start my role of an 
exile. A lonely bewildered girl, with only 
one maid and a few dollars, I decided to 
open up a shop to sell embroidery. At first 
I did all the work myself but after a while 
I was obliged to hire help, After two sea- 
sons of this delightful work embroidery 
went out of style and I had very little 
money. I decided to go to America, the 
land of my dreams. When I arrived in 
America, I went through the formalities at 
Ellis Island. Fortune seemed to smile on 
me for one of my sister’s friends took pity 
on me. She very kindly gave me the use 
of her apartment until I could rent one of 


my own. After a one week’s stay in Amer- 
ica, I got a position as a designer and rented 
my own apartment. I may as well confess 
my first day in the kitchen proved to be a 
most embarrassing one. First I had to make 
my own breakfast and I did not know how 
to light the gas. After using innumerable 
matches I had to swallow my embarrass- 
ment and call in the elevator boy. When 
the gas was lit, there was the coffee to make 
and I never had seen a perculator. When I 
filled the perculator with coffee and water 
and I had cooked it for twenty minutes I 
found to my dismay that I had only boiling 
water. My kind friend after hearing of my 
experience suggested a Finnish maid. Al- 
though I could speak five languages and un- 
derstand seven others I could neither under- 
stand one word of Finnish. When I 
wanted an extra egg or my coffee a little 
darker I had to write to her husband and 
hope for the consequences. 

When I had been in America two 
months, and everything was adjusting itself, 
even the noises of rushing cars, my sister’s 
friend induced me to write a book of my 
experiences. I agreed; the book was finished 
and sent to the publisher. When two 
months had passed and I had heard no word 
from the publisher I began to despair. 

One day while at the hair dresser, I re- 
ceived word to come over immediately. 
You may be sure grass did not grow under 
my feet. All sorts of thoughts were run- 
ning through my mind. Was my book a 
failure or a success? “Che words of the pub- 
lisher thrilled me for he said that my book 
had been published and critics said lovely 
things about it. 

I now live in a beautiful home on River- 
side Drive and I am helping the poor and 
needy. I hope to live in America for the 
rest of ‘my Jife.” : -- 

This is the true life story of Princess 
Marie of Russia written by: ) 

Rita Goldring and Dean Rosen 
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Slowly with firm step and set counten- 
ance the noble figure of the princess’ lover 
neared the door on the right. His eyes 
glistened with a strange light and though 
his face betrayed no emotion his very soul 
was in tumultuous upheaval. The great 
iron door loomed before him. Fate held 
him in her hand and the future was hidden 
from him as if by a barrier of densest sable. 

Without hesitation he pulled back the 


great door and from the shadows leapt the 


body of the tiger, the prince of the jungle. 
In that moment the Gods relented and there 


surged within him the strength of Hercules. 


His brawny arm slid beneath the head of 
the animal, and with fingers of steel he 
clutched at the throat of the tiger, till de- 
prived of oxygen it sank, a lifeless mass to 
the floor of the arena. 


The victor struck a triumphant attitude 
with his right hand raised aloft, and his 
right foot upon the carcass of the beast ; as 
the spectators acclaimed him a hero. But 
a cynical smile played upon his lips and he 
looked as a man who has been betrayed but 
with no help has conquered his enemies. 
His eyes were fixed upon the face of the 
Princess. She had betrayed him. She, 
whose ardour for him had been so passion- 
ate. At the very thought of their love a 
great hate swelled within him, and at that 
moment these eyes strayed on the beautiful 
lady who had just emerged from the left 
door, and whether it was hatred or spite, 
he determined to go and win her for his 


wife. 


The princess sat by the side of the king, 
trembling and with downcast eyes, for al- 
though she knew that she would never be 
forgiven, she knew that she loved him still, 
and she knew not why she had wished to 
see him die. But really it was not strange 





CONCLUSION TO “THE LADY OR THE TIGER” 





that she had so wished, for even as her 
jealousy had triumphed over her love so 
always does evil triumph over good. .Be- 
side her the king was sitting with his hands 
clenched in anger beneath his royal cloak. 
This miserable commoner had foiled his 
plans. No justice could condemn him now. 
Any way what cared he, he would certainly 
kill him if it wasn’t for that half-mad fren- 
zied crowd that was clamouring there be- 
neath him. Nevertheless spies would keep 
a constant eye upon the people’s hero, and 
dared he ever try to see the princess again, 
woe betide him! 

Now the princess, who was in a miserable 
state of sorow, left the castle, for her sum- 


mer palace, to grieve in solitude; so that — 


the king would be unaware of her misery. 
Thus it was not strange that, when the 
king’s spies found that the handsome com- 
moner had held discourse in the moonlight 
with a veiled lady of the court and that 
they had planned to meet that very night 
in the Palm Tree Grove, and flee together 
from the land of the twin doors, he sus- 
pected that the princess was the lady and 
determined to put an end to the trouble- 
some commoner. ‘The palm trees swayed 
in the soft breeze, and the pale silver moon 
slowly ascended the heavens, as the com- 
moner slowly made his way toward the ren- 
dezvous. He was wholly unware of the 
figure cloaked in black, which had slipped 
from behind some brush and was following 
him closely. Suddenly instinct warned him 
and he paused. The cloaked figure paused 
also, and then quick as a flash a sabre 
gleamed in the moonlight. “There was a 
low moan, and the commoner lay dead, 
bathed in his own red blood. ‘The figure 
faded away. It had done the king’s bid- 
ding. 

Adelaide Bloom, RD3 
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DOOMED TO DIE 


Patient: Are you Dr. Dayton? 

Specialist: Yes, what is it. 

Patient: Dr. Hang sent me here, I am a 
victim of typhoid. 

Specialist: I see, how long were you ill 
with typhoid? 

Patient: From four to five months. 

Specialist: It left you very weak? 

Patient: Very, I haven’t been the same man 
since. 

Specialist: Tell me did these attacks begin 
immediately after your illness? 

Patient: They commenced three weeks af- 
ter I got up from bed. 

Specialist: Were they very frequent then? 
Patient: No, at first two, or even three 
months elapsed between the seizures. 
Specialist: But each seizure was a little 

more severe? 

Patient: Lately the attacks have been 
shorter and the seizures more acute. 

Specialist: Yet you did not consult Dr. 
Hang on the matter until seven weeks 
ago 

Patient: I was afraid to learn what might 
be the fatal truth, because my father died 
some time ago of creeping paralysis. 

Specialist: I am afraid there is no hope for 
you now my dear friend. 

Patient: (Frightened) You mean you can’t 
do anything for me, Dr. Dayton? 

Specialist: I am not Dr. Dayton. 

Patient: (Taking a step to him in startled 
surprise) You are not? 

Specialist: No. Nor am I a nerve specia- 
list. I have never studied a medical book 
in my life. 

Patient: Then what you have told me is 
not true. I am not incurable, there is 
hope for me. 


Specialist: My boy, for all I know you 
may be in perfect health. 

Patient: Then what are your reasons for 
putting me to this torment? Who are 
you? 

Specialist: Barry Gray. 

Patient: Barry Gray? 

Specialist: Barry Gray, Author and Play- 
wright. Dr. Dayton and I are old 
friends, I have just written a new play, 
and in discussing it with Dr. Dayton a 
few days ago, he disagreed with my draw- 
ing of the principal character. He said 
that he had the very case to suit my 
purpose and much to my surprise allowed 
me to take his place here and make a 
pretended diagnosis. 

Patient: And am I that case? 

Specialist: You have been sitting as my 
model. 

Patient: And you have deliberately given 
me ten minutes of torture for your own 
critical satisfaction ? 

Specialist: I know, I had no idea it would 
be so cruel. 

Patient: And am I like your infernal char- 
acter ? 

Specialist: You are exactly the man I have 
drawn. 

Patient: Then let me play it. 

Specialist: What? 

Patient: Yes, it is your turn for a little 
shock, Mr. Gray. I am not a patient, 
I am William Powell, also a dear friend 
of Dr. Dayton. He told me of your 
arrangement also the part of your play, 
I’m an actor and I want that part. 


Specialist: Well I’ll be darned. 
The End 


Ann Spevack 9B4 
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THE REALISM OF LIFE 


We all love publicity and glamour, 
To rise like a shining star, 
To be popular in all fields of life, 


And to be known a-near and a-far. 


But there are some who dislike this 
glamour, 

They claim it false and unreal, 

They'd rather live a humble life, 

Than live with a cold heart of steel. 


Success is great, but it’s all fate, 

It doesn’t last so long, 

Tis far better to lead a simple life, 
Of experience right and wrong. 


So give up that glamour, before you fade, 
It’s not worth your while, 

You’ve had a taste of high ideals, 

So give real life a fair trial. 


Thelma Sonberg, RD1 


Cer" > 
THE ROSE 


By the shady brookside a wild rose grew, 

Guarded by the nymphs and kissed by the 
dew; 

And there in the center its petals did un- 
fold. 

And lo! in the center was a heart of gold. 

There it spread the woods with its fragrant 
perfume, » 

And sorrows of the world it does quickly 
consume. 


Gertrude Jacobs, 7B2 


VOET 3 
LORRER 


ADVICE 


I never made a demonstration 
Or raised my voice in lamentation 
Because I flunked examination 


Why should I? 


Don’t see your teacher with indignation 
Asking why the degradation 
Of a flunked examination 


Why should I? 


He'll be sore as all tarnation 
At your gross exaggeration (?) 
Or he will say with animation 


Words like these: 


“Marks are not an indication 

Of one’s mental situation 

So put aside your condemnation.” 
Why shouldn’t you? 


He’ll hint at wasteful occupation, 

Syncopation, enervation 

And squelch your hopeful expectation 
Why shouldn’t he? 


I’m through with this small dissertation 
(As well as words that end in action) 
But hear my final stipulation. 

Why shouldn’t you? 


I never made a demonstration 
Or raised my voice in lamentation 
Because I flunked an examination 


Why should I? 
Morris Dlasnow, 8B1 
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OLIVER TWIST 


The story of Oliver Twist, you'll find, 


With joy and sorrow will fill your mind, 
About a poor little forlorn boy, 


‘Who never had played with ever a toy. 


Alas! his mother died when he was born, 
Upon the earth he was a child forlorn. 


Hungry, tired, Oliver cried, 


To think so lovely a person had died. 

But everyone mocked him and called him 
names. : 

Poor Oliver, he was not to blame. 

The man who kidnapped Oliver, tried to 
make | 

A little thief and be able to take 

All the money Oliver stole, 

And yet he still was as black as a coal. 

For they did not wash him, and dress him, 
no! 

They just fed him on scraps dogs eat, and 
SO, 

One day he was shot by mistake, I suppose, 

And he was very ill after that, I know, 

So the story of Oliver Twist you'll find, 

With sadness and sorrow will fill your 
mind. 


Madeline Goldman, RA2 


C Pune") 
A MAN WITHOUT A COUNTRY 


“A Man Witheut a Country’— 

A story I have read, 

Is about a man who hadn’t a country, 
But now of course he’s dead. 
His name was Philip Nolan, 

A lieutenant in our army, 

And he lived for fifty years 

Out on the deep blue sea. 

He was banished to the sea 

For insulting his native country. 


After he died and was buried in the sea, 
A stone was placed for his memory. 

He had rendered his service in many wars, 
And for that the name of Phillip Nolan 


still glories. 


Shirley Burck, 7B4 





“MOTHER”. 


Mother is something so sacred and fine, 

Reverence fills you when you say, ‘She is 
mine!” 

To her you tell your troubles— 

She sobers them then they vanish like bub- 
bles! 

If all her warnings you would heed, 

Scoldings and spankings you wouldn’t need. 


If ever I answered my dear mother back, 

Manners wouldn’t be the only thing that I 
lack; 

For mother would be as sad as can be, 

And mothers shouldn’t be hurt, don’t you 
see? Elias Stoller, RC3 


CDS 
THE DESERTED HOUSE 


Silence reigned for evermore, 

Where once ’twas filled with great rapture. 
Where happy voices sang and shrieked, 

It was now gloomy, still and bleak. 
Where happy music once had rung, 

A cabalistic air now hung. 


The sparrows’ songs seemed to express, 
In doleful tones, this home’s distress. 
The giant trees bowed their heads low, 
As if mourning the loss of this home’s glow. 
And as péople passed by each day after day, 
They looked at this house in a compassion- 
ate way. 
For no longer stood a beautiful home, 
But a shack, broken down, and all alone. 
Frances Caetta, RD3 
Cee. 3 
THE TWINS 


They were both born in the month of May 

Not a minute apart on the very same day 

Ones name was Janice, the other was Jean 

No one knew which was which, 

Wherever they were seen. 

One morning at breakfast these were the 
words Jean said, | 

“T suppose when Janice dies they’ll bury me 


Melba Lichblau, 7Al 


instead.” 
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Bob Fraser had a contract to supply a 
Coeur D’alene silver mine in Idaho with 
cordwood that winter. He built himself a 
log cabin in the valley below where he 
was cutting, so that all he had to do was 
to ski to the mine and if he needed sup- 
plies, go to the nearby village. 


The snow lay deeply and firmly packed 
on the steep slopes. Bob enjoyed skiing in 
the crisp air. Each night, as he finished 
his work, he would wipe off the blade of 
his axe and stick it into the trunk of a 
tree ready for use the next morning. Bob, 
was a good woodsman and was aware of 
the scarcity of animals and therefore re- 


laxed his vigilance. He left his rifle in the 
cabin. 


One morning after an invigorating climb 
and run, he reached the place where he 
had left his axe the night before. As he 
stopped to secure it, he saw a furry figure 
between himself and the tree. It was a 
mountain lion, and a big one, but lean and 
hungry looking. Bob gave a shout and ad- 
vanced, expecting the animal to retire. But 
it stayed crouching, its yellow eyes blazing. 
Bob saw that it was slowly advancing. He 
measured the distance between himself and 
the axe. During this brief time, the cougar 
crept nearer. It became evident that he 
could not afford to take his eyes off those 
blazing ones. 


The rifle and the cabin were away down 
the hill and there was no way to reach 
them, but by backing in his tracks. It was 
his only chance. He determined to risk it. 
He slowly back away, and at his first 
movement the muscles of the creature’s 
shoulders rippled. He crept slowly after 
Fraser, and step by step and yard by yard, 
the animal seemed to creep after him. Bob 
backed along the trail as it twisted and 


turned in its downward course. None but 
an expert could have performed such a re- 
markable feat. He had not even a skipole 
to help him. Each time before shifting his 
weight he tested the grip of the skis upon 
the snow. He dared not look behind him. 
He tried it once and the lion gained sev- 
eral feet immediately. 


All around his cabin the snow was ten 
feet deep or more. He had kept a clew-cut- 
ting immediately around the cabin and a 
path to the creek. But there was only one 
place where he had piled up steps against 
the snow wall. If he missed the steps, the 
beast could spring upon. him. When he 
knew that he was very close to the cabin, 
he shot one flashing glance over his shoul- 
der. In that time the cougar getting anx- 
ious lest his prey escape, and by a short 
bound placed himself within easy leaping 
distance. Quickly Bob shuffled his feet out 
of the ski straps and then with a desperate 
bound flung himself down the snow slope 
and fell through the door of his cabin. 
Immediately, he was upon his feet, his back 
to the door to meet the heavy impact of 
the cougar’s spring. There was a strong 
bolt and exerting all his strength he reached 
for his rifle. The cougar crept around the 
cabin to find another entrance. Bob had 
guessed his motive and fired through the 
window. It was only ten feet away and 
the bullet found its mark between the lion’s 
eyes. One leap into the air, a blood curd- 
ling yell, and the animal was stretched out 
dead! Its days of starvation were over. 
The skin was seven feet long when Bob 
measured it. 


Although he was offered money for his 
axe and gun he never parted with them, 
and never left them at home at future dates. 


Marvin Shapiro, RC1 
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The hot sun beat down as Lem Turner 
toiled and struggled with the stubborn un- 
yielding soil. Wearily he straightened his 
back, which ached with the long hours of 
bent labor, and wiped the perspiration from 
his brow, with his bronzed, sinewy arm. 
His scorched bloodshot eyes beheld the 
figure of Marthy, his wife, coming across 
the precious fields of beans. In her hand 
she carried a grey tin pail, and he knew 
it held his meagre midday meal. Her dry 
lips spoke no word of greeting or saluta- 
tion. She merely shook her head, and 
turned her footsteps back, to the rude shel- 
ter that was their home. 


Nor did he break the silence, for he felt 

suddenly guilty for all the hardships he 
had caused her, and then he knew that this 
time he must succeed. For five years, he 
had worked and hoped and slaved, and 
each time the little green beans had let him 
down. So great were his failures, that even 
he wondered at his persistency. He and 
Marthy had nothing left in the world but 
the crops for they had put their life savings 
into seed and fertilizer. But still he had 
hope. 
So he dreamt of beans, and he thought 
beans and from dawn to sundown he 
nursed the tender shoots with a care that 
was almost beyond human ability and his 
struggle for existence was so great that 
Ceres, the kind Mother of Earth felt com- 
passion for him, and she made the crops 
grow. But the Gods were jealous, because 
he had Hope, and they caused a frost to 
go down among the fields and blight and 
wither the shoots. | 


Thus it was that when the towns folk 
gathered in the village meeting-house, their 
faces were long and gaunt, and in their 
eyes was that look, that fear of hunger and 
of famine. But Lem Turner’s heart was 





| THE CROP OF BEANS 





glad, and he whistled a gay tune. And the 
neighbors watched and wondered, but said 
naught. 

Then the news sped round, news of how 
during the first two nights of the frost, 
Lem had built little fires between his rows 
of beans, and how all through the dark 
hours, he had warmed and comforted his 
crops. After that, there was no jealousy 
and all avowed that his success was deserv- 
ing and wished him the best of luck. 


Then came the glad glorious morn when 
Lem showed Marthy 1500 dollars, the re- 
ward of his labor. Never had either beheld 
so great a sum, and Lem was all for hiding 
it away in the mattress but Marthy said 
she would take it to town and put it safely 
away in the vaults of the Village Bank. 

However Marthy deposited only 1400 
dollars in the bank, for 50 dollars was in 
her purse set aside for the red dress in the 
window of the French Dress Shoppe. The 
other 50 dollars was for Tom’s spree. He 
would come back thoroughly intoxicated 
she knew, but she could not begrudge him 
that. 

At last there came the greatest moment 
of her life, when she wore, for one divine 
second, the beautiful Parisian gown, with 
the young sales. woman praising its lines. 
In spite of herself she could not bring her- 
self to buy it, and so with many misgivings, 
she returned home. 

When she returned home she found Tom 
utterly befuddled with drink, muttering 
strange but happy sounds in his stupor. She 
put him to bed ,and made no more ado 
about him for she knew he would be un- 
conscious for about 48 hours. Slowly, 
surely, dark tragedy crept upon the two 
helpless mortals. 

The next day as Marthy churned her 
butter her whole being gave thanks to her 
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Creator and she was happy and contented. 
Soon she espied a man running in all haste 
toward her. He neared her and_ she 
dropped her work and looked at him in 
silence. His brow was wrinkled and by his 
mein she knew the tale he had to tell was 
not of glad tidings. He paused not a second 
but as he ran. by his fatal cry “The bank 
had failed” reached her ear. 


Her muscles grew tense, her heart sank 
and head dropped upon her bosom. ”I’was 
all over, that heavenly dream of the $1500 
all they had left would go for seed and, 
perhaps, if it pleased God, next year the 
crops would be plentiful. She would not 
disturb Lem, he would know all too soon. 
It was the will of Heaven. 


Adelaide Bloom, RD3 


MY NATIVE LAND 


From ocean to ocean my country lies, 

Its flag’s colors flash beneath her blue skies ; 
Her mountain peaks that Nature meant, 
To seem to touch the firmament. 
America! My native land, 

For thee I will fight like a true American. 
God in his kindness has meant you to be, 
The country of the noble free. 


Merrill Lustgarten, RA1 


Cs7o @ On 


THE SPANISH GHOST 


Can you imagine yourself to be 
The ghost of a Spanish sailor like me; 
Who has sailed the sea in quest of gold, 
Whose companions were strong and bold? 
I, who have sailed with Columbus and Cortez, 
And even with the famed Menendez, 
Many a tear of joy have I wept 
As the glory of Spain was swept 
Across the ocean to a new land, 
A land so beautiful and grand; 

- Many a tear of sorrow have I wept 
As the glory of Spain was swept 


Back to her old domain. 


Charles Dwoskin, RAI 


Cre @ Gn 
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LAD: A DOG 


Lad: A Dog, was written by Terhune. 
_ Lad is a collie dog. His mate’s name 1s 
“Tady.” His master’s and mistress’ home 
is named “Sunny Brook.” In the book it 
is referred to as “The Place.” Lad and 
Lady had the liberty of the house, while the 
other dogs slept and ate in the kennels. 

Lad loved “The Place.” He had a 
strong dislike for dog shows, where he had 
been called “Sunny Bank Lad.” 


Lad and Lady had a puppy named 
“Wolfe.” 

One night a robber came while Wolfe 
was on watch. Wolfe attacked him and he 
threw Wolfe a piece of poisoned meat and 
paddled down the lake. Wolfe thought he 
had fled and picked up the piece of meat 
and ran to the veranda with it. He wanted 
it to last long so he nibbled it. When he 
came to the poisoned part he became sus- 
picious. 

The robber thought the dog was dead 
by this time. So he returned. Wolfe at- 
tacked him again and this time the robber 
really fled, leaving behind him a box of 
tools. 

When the people awoke in the morning 
they found the evidence. When the master 
came home that evening he surprised his 
son by showing him a loving cup. On it 
was Wolfe’s name and on it something 
about keeping such good watch. The son 
gave a cry of joy. Among Lad’s and the 
other dogs’ cups, there would be Wolfe’s. 





For conversation, though it was less than 
in other books, I did not miss it. 


I enjoyed this book immensely. 


Florence Weisman, RAI 


i aa 
LITTLE MEN 


Author: Louisa May Alcott. 
Characters: Jo 


Jo’s husband 

Nat 

Demi 

Daisy 

Teddy 

Robert 

Franz 

Other boys and people. 


Setting: Plumfield, Mass. 


Louisa May Alcott, one of the best 
known authors of children’s books, wrote 
this story. 


This book is about a lady named Jo who 
has a home for boys. Her niece and nephew 
go to this place and are very happy. 


A boy was sent there by a relative. This 
boy did not have any parents. He was so 
glad to come because he had to play violin 
in the streets. 


They all have happy times together. 
Every Saturday night the boys are given 
permission to have a fifteen minute pillow 


fight. 


One day they all went on a picnic. 
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When they got to the place Teddy and 
Nan went to a cave. hey were there for 
about an hour when they decided to go 
home. They walked and walked and soon 
they noticed that they had taken a different 
path. It had grown dark and they were 
very much frightened. ‘They were very 
tired and fell asleep. 


I will not tell the rest of the story be- 
cause I want you to read the book and find 
out if they got out safe. 


Anita Fuhr, RA2 
i gai 


A POET’S INSPIRATION 
With birdies singing, and church bells 


ringing, 

Is it not a sign of spring? 

With cannons booming, and flowers bloom- 
ing, 


I think my heart will sing. 


I feel like a poet, but what shall I write? 

Should I write of a brook so clear and 
bright? 

Or, should I write of the larks on the 
wing? 


I know what to do, I’ll write about spring. 


Sal Guistizia, 7B2 











en cai 


oJ 


A BEAUTIFUL SPOT IN THE 
WOODS IN AUTUMN 


As we stealthily crept amid the bushes 
and foliage so as not to disturb the grace- 
ful deer that were grazing in the green 
grass carpeted meadow on the outskirts of 
the woods which overlooked the lazily flow- 
ing Rhine, I paused to behold the beauty 
with which nature has endowed the woods 
in autumn. ‘The crimson, gold, and brown 
leaves were scattered here and there, and 
gaily decked pheasants strutted about cack- 
ling and screaming. ‘The speckled poplars 
swayed to and fro in the gentle breeze. 
Azaleas in flaming red and gleaming yellow 
spangled the greensward. 

The weakening rays of golden sunlight 
poured down upon that wooded beauty spot 
penetrating it between the branches. What 
a heavenly sight are the woods in autumn! 

Ann S. Levin RAI 
Co eS 
JIG-SAW 


With the pieces all before us 
It is strange we cannot see 
Where each curve will fit in snugly, 
Where each angle ought to be. 
Yet we try a dozen vainly, 
With a patience rare indeed 
And at last we thrill with triumph, 
When we find the piece we need. 
Estelle Fertitta, 7A2 


cI) 
MY CAT 


My cat’s name is Tabby 

But she acts just like a baby. 

And on her toe she has a corn, 

That has been there since she was born. 


Instead of washing every morn, 

To keep her white and lovely form, 
She washes every night, 

And is always clean and bright. 


Patsy Grottola, 7B3 
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BOODY’S GENERAL ORGANIZA 
TION ELECTIONS 


The G. O. elections created quite a sen- 
sation this term. All nine candidates had 
even chances of being elected. 

They were: President, Attilio Taranto, 
Ely ‘Trachtenberg and Edna _ Richards. 
Vice President, Saul Kagan, Evelyn Kar- 
now and Mary Lanza. Secretary, Edward 
Finkelstein, Arnold Levine and Arthur 
Lauricella. The race was very close and 
until after the last vote was counted, no- 
body knew that our three new executives 
were: 


Es, ae Attilio Taranto 
PRCE, FPESACHE cite scncsens. Mary Lanza 
OCP ELAPE MEE io ata beninc Arnold Levine 


Congratulations, oficers. May you ever 
carry on in success, glory and triumph. 


Thelma Sonberg, RD1 


aa a! a 
SCHOOL PAPER CLUB 


‘The work of this club has been very ex- 
tensive under the supervision of Mrs. 
Schlanger, who is in charge of the lower 
grades and Mr. Tolins; who manages the 
older group. We have made advances on a 
very large scale. We've issued the ‘‘Boody 
Beacon,” which has, so far proved very suc- 
cessful. Also a large drive has been made 
for advertisements, by the various members 
of the staff. Let us give the Beacon three 
cheers for a long successful life, and a 
sturdy staff. 


ART EXHIBITION 


The Art Department of David A. Boody 
Junior High School extends to the parents 
an invitation to visit the Exhibition of stu- 
dents’ work. 

The Exhibit will open on June fifth and 
will continue for two weeks from that date. 

It will be held in the Girls’ Gym and 
will be open between the hours of three and 
four o'clock. 

G “Sea > 
THE SERVICE LEAGUE CLUB 


Besides the daily work of the Service 
League, plans have to be made to improve 
the league. This work is accomplished by 
the Service League Club. Our meetings are 
conducted by one chairman, whom we elect 
every month. We also have a Vice-Chair- 
man and Secretary to help the club. Dur- 
ing the meetings we discuss various prob- 
lems concerning the Service League, and 
make rules and regulations for it. We also 
see that every member is an efficient worker, 
and hold trials for those thought not to be. 
By having this club, we not only enjoy the 
period, but help the Service League, thus 
helping our entire school. 


Pamatd  TSeViNe lids cts te ens Captain 
PEE CIA i Racine deem Lieut. 
PEMOUUTE ATE ho ccschcratnadiaws ttn eesadield Sergt. 
FTE ath SGV ALS Y: soveedscconieneesetcisiccencreersatennines Sergt. 
Walter iene rsent | occccscisicinnccsmasdvsnciscsiin Sergt. 
Charlotte Schlossberg ......cccccccccsccssssseoseen Captain. 
Poe LO I GE Sea achcssnsncosdncheddcnosnnenseyeiebeeesdvters Lieut. 
PRM. TR ak sesh Bircinis Ses daaemoante, Sergt. 
CSOTIG TROGRSIEIN i0.dccnuasanshuteaatindtas Sergt. 
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THE DRAMATIC CLUB IV 


Under the supervision of Miss Rosen, 
the Dramatic Club IV expects to produce a 
spectacular play this term. The club is run 
entirely by the class, and Miss Rosen sees 
that all matters are executed in all orderly 
fashion. 

C Mee 
DRAMATIC CLUB NUMBER II 


On Friday afternoon, I look forward 
with joy to our club period as we all an- 
ticipate a very lovely meeting. 

After our regular opening procedure has 
been performed, which is the reading of the 
minutes and calling of the roll, the fun 
begins. 

_ Many of the members of our club are 
talented in dramatics and each week they 
entertain with a very amusing program. In 
this program are included humorous plays, 
skits and poems; which are very well given. 
Each meeting is fully and happily enjoyed. 

The officers of the club are: 

Pr OSIEEBE ooooecleessnsin Julia Abramowitz of 9AI 
Vice President .«.......dc0 Milton Cohen of 9A2 
Mas. Beverly Beinfeld of RC1 

Miss Rosowsky is the presiding teacher. 


GC “hee 
THE ORCHESTRA CLUB 
Under the leadership of Miss Reppke the 
Orchestra Club has advanced to a great 
advantage. ‘They are now learning two 
new tunes which they will play for the 
General Organization. The titles of the 
songs are, ‘Homeless’ and “Double 


Waves.” 


CS” > 
FRENCH CLUB 
RON OE a. ci Matec Uhuisadane Mrs. Ball 
ec. Ge rene Rose La Salle 
DOCFORIEY ade caccadnecns Lillian Hennessy 


The French Club is doing splendid work 
with the aid of Mrs. Ball. With her help, 
the pupils have been able to learn French 
poems, songs, French authors, and about 
many places of interest in France. 


oO 


DRAMATIC CLUB III 


The Dramatic Club III was organized 
in Room 224 under the supervision of Miss 
Moryck at the beginning of the term, and 
is flourishing grandly, having discovered a 
very talented young play-wright and actress, 
Gladys Katcher, of RB3, and several clever 
elocutionists. 

The purpose of the club is to discover 
and develop histrionic ability among the 
pupils, to teach and encourage original 
play-writing, and to work up a verse-speak- 
ing choir. | 

We have had several monologues de- 
lightfully presented by different pupils; a 
most entertaining original dialogue written 
by Gladys Katcher and acted by her, and 
Sarah Horbund, also of RB3; have prac- 
ticed a selection from “‘Hiawatha” as the 
concert verse production; and will present 
‘Birds’ Christmas Carol” as the formal 
play of the term. 

The officers of the club are Doris Wein- 
stein, SAl, President; Blanche Aronowitz, 
8A1, Secretary and Miss Moryck, Jreas- 
urer. | 

C MOC 3 
CHECKER CLUB 


The Checker Club which meets in Room 
220 on Friday afternoons has developed 
such keen rivalry among its members that 
many expert players have been developed. 

The members of this club look forward 
to the Friday afternoon meetings for an 
interesting and pleasant time. 

Ce Se eS 
THE SHEET METAL CLUB 

Under the head of Mr. Crossly, the 
Sheet Metal Club has devised a new sys- 
tem. “They make bookends, which they send 
to the girls novelty club, where they are 
covered with leather. The girls keep one 
set and the boys keep one. Besides book- 
ends, the boys make cigarette boxes, pic- 
tures, etc. Each boy makes three articles 
a term. 
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THE BOOK CLUB 
Conducted by Miss Crooker, the Book 


Club accomplishes much each week. “The 
Roll is called by the secretary; old and new 
business is brought up, and book reports 
and narratives are read for a half an hour. 
At the end of this term the meeting is ad- 
journed for the week. 


Ce 
HISTORICAL SIDELIGHTS CLUB 


Meets in Room 325 and is supervised by 
Mr. Giannotta. 
The officers are as follows: 


PE OBIEE aii eoteoocecde Maxwell Projansky 
PUES TONACNY | <chcwiceens. Murray Harris 
Vice Prestdentc..s.. Josephine Melodia 
SE Oe AOD OD I Abs Harry Sher 


Our program is as follows: 
l’irst—Minutes read by secretary. 
Second—Current Events for 15 minutes. 
‘Third—Cartoon drawing 10 to 15 minutes. 

A cartoon must be accepted in order to 
obtain a book to read. 
lLast—Book reading. 

We have a historical library to which 
each member must contribute a book. 

COON 


GLEE CLUB 


The Glee Club is a happy club. We 
greatly enjoy the lovely songs and find the 
period all too short. We meet in the audi- 
torium under the supervision of Miss 
(samgee. 

Our club is composed of sixty-seven 
members, one of the largest in our school. 
The officers elected of this club are: Presi- 
dent, Arthur Lauricello; Vice President, 
Caroline Graff; Secretary, Mollie Denker. 


Pr ge Bing LS, 
THE NATURE CLUB 


Miss Kennedy’s Nature Club has been 
conducting many experiments with frogs, 
fishes and insects. Under Miss Kennedy’s 
guidance the pupils have made much prog- 


ress, 


THE LIBRARY CLUB PROJECT 


Miss Brady, our school librarian, has 
appealed to the library club to conduct a 
drive for more books for our library. 

According to Miss Brady’s plan, every 
class in the school will be asked to con- 
tribute money to a class fund to buy books 
for our school library. ‘The name of the 
class and the date of the donation will be 
inscribed upon the flyleaf of the book. 

In addition to this fund for new books 
pupils will be asked individually to bring 
any books from home (if possible) to in- 
crease our collection. | 

Mr. Kehoe, our principal, originally in- 
tended this library to be a circulating one. 
This was impossible because of the scanty 
collection. 

We hope and trust that the whole- 
hearted cooperation of the school will 
enable us to realize Mr. Kehoe’s noble in- 
tention in the near future. 

What a commentary the inscription in 
each book will be to the respective classes 
at the thought that they helped to circulate 
clean and educational happiness to their fel- 
low school-mates. 


Coo ™ 
DRAMATIC CLUB V 


We call it Dramatic, but who knows, 
It may not be, for boys, girls and all 

Want to get pleasure that’s their goal. 
Each'‘one the best talent gladly shows. 


Beginning young we have a good start, 

It improves our knowledge, also our wel- 
fare— 

If you criticize, we really don’t care, 

You can’t belong unless you’re smart. 


A hd Cal 
THE ELECTRIC WIRING CLUB 
Mr. Homick’s Electric Wiring Club is 
making bells and buzzers. At the end of 


the term we expect them to be almost as 
good as Alexander Bell. 
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SEWING CLUB I 

Sewing Club I meets every Friday in 
Room 329. The officers are Marie Vitale, 
President; Fay Zappia, Vice President; 
Helen Rotter, Secretary. 

Miss Hefferman of our club has never 
had a sewing club before and asked the 
club for suggestions. 

The girls bring many interesting articles 
to sew on. Many of the club members can 
entertain and therefore every club period 
is joy and pleasure. 

Co oR 5 

SENIOR HOME MAKING CLUB 

This term our club is specializing in 
favors for parties. 

For our first party on March 17 we all 
dressed clothes pins and the doll voted best 
dressed won for its owner a prize. 

At our St. Patrick’s Day party our tables 
were set and appropriate green refreshments 
were served. 

Our next project was Easter baskets 
made in flower forms to hold our Easter 
eggs from the hunt. 

Then they became a part of our table 
decoration. 

We are glad that Miss Harrington is al- 
ways our guest of honor at these parties. 

Our next event should be a Mother’s 
Day or a Memorial Day party. 

c MOC > 
ART AND CRAFT CLUB 

The Art and Craft club meets every Fri- 
day afternoon in Room 226, supervised by 
Miss Schmidt. During these occurrences 
the club is divided into two divisions, one 
for sculpturing and the other for art poster 
or painting. Miss Schmidt teaches the boys 
to be. handy with a brush and also make 
use of a cake of soap. In general everyone 
is kept busy cutting out an elephant or 
drawing the land of the rising sun. 


The officials are: 


PCE ERE hc cucdhoncawe Karl Leone 
PGCE PPCGAEAT Soci cisccsiic John De Lesi 
Na 3 Seen Solomon Hughes 





FRENCH CLUB III 
The French Club directed by Mr. 


Milazzo is indeed a model one. We have 
spent many pleasant periods together sing- 
ing French songs, reading stories and dis- 
cussing the French language. Many great 
places of interest have been spoken of dur- 
ing these enjoyable periods. Room 319 
contains a very splendid set of French prov- 
erbs printed by the pupils; and pictures of 
places of interest in Paris and France. 

We are indeed proud of our membership 
in the French club. 


CoC’ Dd 


REPORT ON THE BOODY HAR- 
MONICA CLUB 


The Boody Harmonica Club under the 
supervision of Mr. Ryan has turned out 
successfully in its achievements. Its presi- 
dent is Edward Salmanson. 


We have followed the same routine every 
club meeting. A list of 26 songs is placed 
on the black-board. Every fellow possess- 
ing a harmonica, is called upon to play, 
whether he is a beginner or is advanced. 


After he has performed the president 
asks the members for criticisms. In this 
way we feel that the member of the club 
can correct his errors and learns facts that 
will improve his playing. 

There are three types of Harmonicas in 
the club. 

An orchestra has been formed and we are 
earnestly looking forward to the time when 
we will be able to play before an audience 
and so convince the school that the Har- 
monica Club has been successful. 


6, OR} 
THE SKETCHING CLUB 


Mrs. Halporn’s Sketching Club is a place 
where each pupil is permitted to do indi- 
vidual work: pencil sketching, printing, 
drawing and pen and ink work pervade. 
Besides, Mrs. Halporn has taught the class 
how to sketch with charcoal. 
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THE TYPING CLUB 


The Typing Club under the supervision 
of Mr. Backus has been doing splendid 
work in Typing this term. “They have 
typed most of the work for the ‘‘Boody 
Beacon.” The officers of the Club are: 


EL et Cea SO Ann Spevack 

Vice President «..rrovsv»- Josephine Melodia 

cl ag 21 ee ae ae Gertrude Collins 
CVD 2 


THE NATURE CLUB II 
Miss Lamb’s Nature Club is very busy 
probing into the life history of snakes, 
lizards, etc. By the end of June maybe the 
boys and girls will be able to distinguish a 
lizard from a rattlesnake. 
6 ew 2 
THE HOMEMAKING CLUB 
‘The Homemaking Club is full of fun, 
When the bell rings we are sad it is done. 
We learn about foods that make us big and 
strong, 
When we eat those foods we can stay up 
long. 


SPORT 


The interest in Track and Field at 
Boody is on the up-grade since we broke 
into the point scoring column at the recent 
Junior High School Championship games. 

June 9th is the date of our Field Day 
and Erasmus Field the scene of battle. It 
is to be regretted that we go to press too 
soon to include results of events, but we 
can say that the great enthusiasm of our 
boy and girl athletes assures a day of keen 
competition and those who win from out 
of several hundreds of contestants will in- 
deed have to be good. 

‘The events: 


Boys 
No ciadncs cries ioapevnoseiodaiaoay bie 100 yd. dash 
REE, 2 ammeter 70 yd. dash 
NN cans; vccanieshaeR sccm 60 yd. dash 





on 


THE CROCHETING CLUB 


A group of students interested in the use- 
ful art of crocheting have come together 
under the faithful guidance of Miss Lynch 
to learn how to crochet and actually make 
such useful articles as berets, Angora col- 
lars, sweaters, etc. The officers elected are: 
President, Vera Munitz; Vice President, 
Fay Fordin and Secretary, Rose Chusano. 


Coo SN 


THE LAMP SHADE CLUB 


The shades produced by this club are 
really miraculous pieces of work. They are 
fit to be placed on any lamp and any place. 
Here’s hoping they continue. 


COC) 
THE EMBROIDERY CLUB 

Miss Clancy, although she left the School 
Paper Club for the Embroidery Club, 
is glad that it is composed only of girls. 
The objects which are now being made are 
aprons, and perhaps, they'll be finished by 
June. 


NEWS 


Running Broad Jump—up to 100 Ibs. 
Running High Jump—over 100 Ibs. 


Each 
Relay—9th year Classes..ncccsisscscsssscssssessee 110 yds. 
Relay-—Sth year chasses..cscsseseccsssoscessessses 110 yds. 
Relay—7th year Classes.neeserssesssssessseesee 110 yds. 

Girls 

50 yd. dash for girls Up todeessssscee 100 Ibs. 
60 yd. dash. for girls OVET...dccrccssssoees 100 Ibs. 

Each 
Rielay—-Oth year Clhasseg ics enissscssuesssns 60 yds. 
Relay—S8th year Classes....ascsorssssssseseenssee 60 yds. 
Relay —/th year classes. csc dismue 60 yds. 


The medals were furnished for official 
events by “The New York American,” and 
for extra events by the David A. Boody 
Te. Be GD. 
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BOODY BREAKS INTO POINT 
COLUMN IN FIRST TRACK MEET 

On Saturday, May 7th, the Boody 
Track Team went to Wingate Field to 
compete in the first Junior High School 
Track Meet. 

Because of the late calling for a track 
team, our team had a shorter training sea- 
son and therefore was unable to compete 
successfully against the more experienced 
teams from Douglas, Clark, Shallow and 
Seth Low. 

The sprints and relays were divided 
mainly among the four teams named above. 
In one of the field events, the high jump, 
we received one point. During the elimina- 
tions in this event, Sam Ferber, our entry, 
high jumped to four feet eight inches, but 
in the finals he only jumped to four feet five 
inches, yet he managed to take fifth place 
and one point. 

Since the meet many students have been 


ALUMNI ECHOES 


Lo and Behold, Anna Schwartz seems to 
be getting up in the world. She was editor 
of the Boody Beacon, now she writes for 


the New Utrecht Weekly. 


If miracles do happen one has surely 
happened to Constance Lenhardt. She 
studies for tests, does homework and attends 
school regularly. 

(A note to Miss Nugent.) Paul Marder 
has stopped biting his nails and does his 
homework every night. 


Did you know that May Okun, one of 
Boody’s alumni, has grown four inches in 
the past year. 

Saul Silverman, after graduating, has 
suddenly gone musical. He is now taking 
Saxophone lessons (much to his neighbor’s 
distress ). 


Peter Sabatino, who was Vice President 
of the G. O. last term, is a hard working 
man during the day and goes to school at 
night. 

Rae Silverman, is called the “Walking 





under the impression that we have a poor 
track team. Let me remind them that this 
is our first team and that more than ten 
other Junior High Schools did not score a 
single point. 

We hope that next year our team will 
be at the top or near the top of the scoring 
list. 

Arnold Kaiser, 9B1 


C Pale) 
THE BASEBALL TEAM 


The Boody Baseball team got off to a 
poor start this season. After losing a very 
close and exciting game to Pershing by a 
score of five to three, we played Shallow 
and lost by a score of fourteen to four. We 
have to play Dewey and Seth Low and ex- 
pect to beat them both. The games are 
played at Marine Park. 

Come out and give the team a little sup- 
port. They will play harder and will prob- 
ably win more often. 


Encylopedia in Madison’? (you can learn 
anything from her). 

Just imagine, if you can, James Dimin 
wearing long pants. Well, he does. 

More surprisese—Helen Gilbert spends 
about 20 minutes of her precious time on 
French homework. 

Cecile Susnow even though she won the 
ladylike prize, her face hasn’t changed. 

Bella Rich has her curls stretched. 

Nicholas Gervasi has really learned how 
to give the syntax of a sentence. 

Martha Kessler is an excellent Biologist. 
(Take heed, Miss Kennedy.) She has the 
highest average in her class. 

Has Irving Shisko become faithful to 
Boody or can it be someone else? He comes 
here almost every day during the 2nd lunch 
period. 

Abraham Marcus plays on the Madison 
Basketball team. 

Esther Dachis’ newly acquired popu- 
larity has gone to her head. 

Mildred Saraquse cut her long hair. 

Belle Afarder and Pearl Field 








OB1 
Jack Shapiro 
Mildred Moutner 
Anita Loesch 

9B2 
Paul Preces 
Haskel Jond 

9B3 
Richard Coppola 
Angela Carbona 
Dominica Guarneri 
Mary Lanza 
Nettie Spinnato 
Carmela Valente 

9B4 
Ilerbert Cohen 
Benjamin Herbstman 
Ilelen D’Anolfo 
Mollie Denker 
Idclen Gerace 
Mary La Rocco 
Rose Liebman 
Mabel MacDonald 
Dorothy Schapiro 


Ann Spivak 
Gertrude Storch 
9B5 


Fanny Sanfilippo 
Lena Ricotta 
RD1 
Lawrence Aibel 
Sylvia Binder 
Shirley De Nyse 
Shirley Frolich 
Samuel Greenberg 
Robert Haas 
Roslyn Middleberg 
Silena Miller 
Florence Ort 
Alwe  Permut 
Beatrice Pusin 
Milton Miller 
Leonard Sandel 
Sylvia Scharl 
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Ely Trachtenberg 
Hannah Davis 
Dorothy Schoor 


RD2 
Abe Kaplan 
Doris Fleischer 
Isabelle Giampietro 
Yetta Iroff 
Frances Jurin 
Vivian Olshane 
Theresa Ruffino 
Rae Sussman 
Joan Tripi 

RD3 
Emanuel Gallo 
Leonard Graff 
Leon Kirschenbaum 
Monroe Gange 
Samuel Rosmarin 
Frances Caetta 
Adelaide Bloom 
Frances Schehr 
Dorothy Cohn 
Charlotte Schlossberg 


9AI1 
Miriam Ettinger 
Harold Felder 
Charlotte Putterman 
Edward Salenson 


9A3 
Seymour Backman 

9A4 
Evelyn Eisen 
Vincenza Lardi 
Sarah Sobel 

9A5 
John Spezia 
Fannie Betta 
Clara Lazana 
Gaetana Tomaselli 

8B8 
Anthony Negri 
Emanuel Roch 


8B9 
Ann De Pergola 
Lillian Niglio 
Josephine Sanze 
Margaret Scalise 
8Bl 
Milton Kastenbaum 
Miriam Levner 
Shirley Newfield 
Lydia Slevin 
Ruth Zorn 
: 8B2 
Alvin Glantz 
Joe Gold 
Anna Brown 
Rita Goldring 
Dean Rosen 


8B4 
Doris Cowan 
Edna Richards 
Sylvia Wasserman 


8B5 
Diana .Azan 
Lillian Beerfast 
Bernice Brees 
Kate Green 
Shirley Krull 
8B6 
Antonio Topagno 
Jennie Bonanno 
Anna Cicero 
Rosa Sternatti 
Michalina Vitale 
8Al1 
Lawrence Fortgang 
Murray Puretz 
Marton Schlanky 
Sidney Schrieber 
Evelyn Antonir 
Blanche Aronowitz 
8A2 
Arthur Keyser 
Harvey Mintz 
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Hortense Di Geranimo 
Cecila Glicker 
Norma Ribis 
Dorothy Schumer 


8A3 
Ida Cutler 
Pearl Koweek 
Edward Prilutsky 
Emily Silecchia 
Norma Tasman 
Selma Terner 


8A4 
Lewis Tuner 


8A5 
Eileen Whelan 
Sylvia Vodowitz 
Gladys Klein 
Dorothy Kempler 

RC2 
Morton Eichen 
Chester Kallmar 
Nathan Kravetz 
Elliott Leichman 
Daniel Lerner 
Ruth Brodkin 
Dora Derner 
Miriam Itkind 
Hermine Korman 
Rhoda Levine 
Gertrude Potasch 
Ruth Schneider 
Dorothy Shawn 
Lillian Winopoll 
Miriam Zwirn 

RC1 
Joseph Brandes 
Robert Lipman 
Beverly Beinfeld 
Elaine Greenberg 
Gladys Jacobs 
Irene Neer 
Shirley Weinbaum 
Louise Young 
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RC3 
Lillian Bochmon 
Joyce Goldstein 
Marian Huber 
Herbert Lansner 
David Moldauer 
Tillie Vigoda 
George Warnke 
Herbert Wurtzel 

RC4 © 
Leon Epstein 
Leonard Horowitz 
Abraham Newman 
Eleanor Harz 
Beatrice Kriegstein 
Shirley Siegel 

RB1 


Herbert Derman 
Lorraine Levine 
Josephine Viola 
RB2 
Samuel Gerchick 
Sheldon Hoas 
Robert Madison 
Seymour Nerlinger 
David Reed 
Herman Sigmund 
Andrew Sovchuch 
Ruby Fuchs 
Shirley Gold 
Geraldine Grillo 
Esther Kilian 
Glorin Labowitz 
Sonia Ruff 
Marian Strully 
Bernice Sussman 
Vita Tanerna 
Edith Thaler 
RAI 
Charles Dwoskin 
Mortimer Garfield 
Sylvan Gollin 


OB1 
Jessie Schapiro 
Evelyn Spector 
Ephraine Boyarsky 
Robert Tine 
Robert Hirsch 
Harold Krone 
Abe Rogoff 
Louis Schwartz 
Bernard Wagman 
Leonard Cantor 
Shirley Goldstone 
Jeanne Greenwald 

9B4 
Herbert Cohen 
Benjamine Herbstman 
Eleanor Cohen 
Helen D’Analfo 
Mary La Rocco 
Helen Levy 
Rose: Liebman 
Maragarte Pataky 
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Seymour Kalb 
Robebrt Kossoy 
Theodore Lipin 
Merrill Lustgarten 
Leonard Pincus 
Paul Platt 
Allen Plotkin 
Stanley Ragoff 
Phillip Spigner 
Harry Trieber 
Nathan Wagner 
Helen Brand 
Sylvia Connor 
Elaine Dorlin 
Nona Hermelin 
Marion Isaacs 
Ann Selma Levin 
Cecile Ruderman 
Judith Sack 
Gladys Spanier 
Charlotte Swick 
RA2 
Madeline Goldman 
Etta Saldinger 
Beatrice Alpern 
Lillian Shainblum 
Thelma Trentalange 
Martha Kass 
Blanche Schiffman 


RA3 
Paul Brodsky 
Sol Rubin 


Morton Nadler 
Dorothy Abelson 
Florence Feldman 
Fay Fordin 
Sylvia Friedman 
Gloria Bodinger 
Shirley Mayer 
Thiodora Metzger 
Vera Munitz 
Shirley Leog 








7B6 
Lillie Bura 
Eleanor Katz 
Pauline Rauchwerger 


George Krenkel 
7B8 
Anna Albetto 
Charlotte Schwartz 
7B9 
Hyman Gevisenheit 
Sidney Leibman 
Maynard Avchin 
7810 
Abraham Smith 
Doris Fishkoff 
Harriet Mendelsohn 
Lillian Sciarabbe 
7B1 
Morris Beckman 
Milton Feldman 
Robert Huber 
Walter Kleinman 
John Kuspiel 
Anthony Tento 
Veto Mucuriro 
Harry Michelson 
Marvin Stark 
Olga Gangi 
Iris Nirenberg 
Mildred Stone 
7B2 
Gertrude Gershman 
Gertrude Jacobs 
Mildred Peretz 
Dorothy Sininsky 
7B3 
Caroline Madenbaum 
7B4 
Jennie Baradel 
Shirley Burck 
Olga Kramer 


100% _ Attendance 


Grace Provedento 
Lillian Wallach 
9B3 
Richard Coppola 

Morris Curcia 
Frank Esposito 
Louis Fonte 
Joseph Pizzimenti 
Vito Poli 
John Renda 
Vincent Sciallo 
John Trimboli 
Angela Carbona 
Dominica Guarneri 
Mary Lanza 
Josephine Perrotha 
Mary Porto 
Carmela Valenti 
9B2 
Aaron Brown 
Anthony Casalina 
Seymour Kessler 


Julius Schmegolsky 
Leonatd Silberstein 
Helen Lamana 
Lillian Pomani 
Josephine Tripodi 


9B5 
John Iacone 
Joseph Leogeno 
Patsy Mola 
Mariana Montagnino 
James Tartamella 
Joseph Traina 
Antoinette De Luciano 
Fanny Sanfilippo 
Rose Varrone 


9A5 
Frank Giordano 
Anthony Hauro 
Ignatuis Lazzara 
Laurence Massimo 
John Spezia 


ou 


Pearl Lyons 
Ruth Nirenberg 
7B5 
Harold Katz 
William Walsh 
Thelma Schwartz 
Teresa Tommasulo 
7A1 
Joseph Martz 
Elaine Lavinsky 
Melba Lichtblau 
Philip Lanza 
Lucile Lube 
Arthur Manger 
7A2 
William Goodwin 
Norman Halversen 
Victor Weiss 
Walter Zuckerman 
Frances Castiglione 
Flora Melodia 
June Sindel 
Claire Sperling 
7A3 


Dugan Kyle 
7A4 
Diana Hershkowitz 
Mary Ann Anderson 
Janette Valevana 
Virginia Bichinella 
7A6 
Leonard Crapanzano 
Theodore Korpein 
Rose Li Volsi 


7A7 
John Damiani 
Carmine Radicone 


7A8 
Arthur Reynolds 
Carmela Malingonico 
Margaret Mazurek 


Fannie Betta 
Elena Carrozza 
Josephine Falzone 
Rose Gentilcore 
Sarah Giordano 
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Clara Lagana 
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Marie Sposato 


9A4 
Joseph Abbate 
Philip Leibowitz 
Evelyn Eisen 
Vincenza Lardi 
Sarah Sobel 


9A2 
George Bochetrch 
Joseph Mercurio 
Edward Thomajan 
Nancy Assenza 
Rose La Salle 
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9A1 
Harold Felder 
Charlotte Putterman 
Lawerence Cohen 
Cante Santo — 
George Goldstein 
Louis Hanick 
Milton Katz 
Philip Lauria 
Frank Rubin 
Frances Davidson 
Ruth Freund 
Ethel Lippman 
Frances Weiner 
9A3 
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Gerald Luglio 
Anthony Puccio 
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RD2 
Julius Becker 
David Krebs 
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Josephine Buell 
Doris Fleischer 
Yetta Iroff 
Gladys Lax 
Morie Lomoneci 
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Matilda Schulman 
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Joan Tripi 
Shirley Woolf 
RD3 
Nathan Altman 
Emanuel Gallo 
Leon Kirschenbaum 
Bernard Terdeman 
Dorothy Cohn 
Charlotte Schlossberg 
Ruth Schorr 
Sylvia Shattan 
Miriam Wald 
Bernice Zinner 
RD1 
Lawrence Aibel 
Samuel Greenberg 
Saul Kagen 
Ely Trachtenberg 
Sylvia Binder 
Shirley Tioelich 
Rosyn Middleberg 
Dorothy Schoor 
Murray Silverman 


RC1 

Joseph Brandes 
Myron Emanuel 
Seymour Erstein 
Seymour Feigelman 
Philip Levine 
Herman Posner 
Andrew Pierce 
Jack Schillinger 
Marvin Tobis 
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Leon Epstein 
Lillian Birn 
Shirley Boyarsky 
Josephine Franchilli 
Eleanor Harz 
Beatrice Karness 
Beatrice Rosenblatt 
Florence Smilowitz 
Alice Teller 
RB1 
Robert Muller 
Constance O’lansen 
Josephine Viola 
RB2 
Robert Bosh 
George Patrica 
Andrew Sovchick 
Vita Toverna 


8B9 
Andrew Adamo 
Marian Palacino 
Margaret Scalise 


8B8 
Donald Basist 
Stanley. Burbaum 
Samuel Sandler 
Norman Sindell 
Warren Weber 
Edna Moskowitz 
Blanche Feldberg 
Elaine Greenberg 
Beverly Tainsly 

RCZ 


Joseph Castiglia 


Morton Eichen 
Alex Greenwald 
Herbert Horowitz 
Chester Kallman 
Fred Kroll 
Elliot Leichman 
Daniel Lerner 
Frances Abraham 
Dorothy Bailey 
Henrietta Bernstein 
Charlotte Blay 
Mary Bloom 
May Bressler 
Ruth Brodkin 
Dora Derner 
Miriam Itkind 
Hermine Korman 
Pearl Malitz 
Violet Schaefer 
Harriet Spielberger 
Miriam Zwitn 
RC3 
Jack Applestein 
Rose Atlas 
Lillian Bachman 
Helen Goldsant 
Judith Goldman 
Florence Grosky 
Lucy Gystnudt 
Gertrude Kafer 
Herbert Lansner 
Evelyn Leifer 
Rhoda Ribot 
Emily Steiner 
RC4 





8B7_ . 
Donald Pisani 
Anna Allone 
Carmella Arata 

8B6 
Antonio Topagno 
Edith Esposito 
Annie Morelli 
Rose Marturano 

8B5 
Victor Malfronte 
Joseph Pescutti 
Joseph Spellman 
Angelina Penna 
Jean Ruise 

8B4 
Hilda Adessi 
Minnie Josephs 
Lillian Mazoff 

8B3 
Armando Aronne 
James Risi 
Augustine Savarese 
Joseph Scalice 
Rose Pescatore 


8B2 
Rosario Dragotta 
Eric Johnson 
Raymond Miller 
Robert Postal 
Solomon Savate 
Roffaele Calabrese 
Florence Friedman 
Jeannette Nagler 


8B1 
Morris D’lasnow 
Meyer Freundlich 
John Girgenti 
Joseph Pfeffer 
Sol Rubin 
Samuel Ruderman 
Leon Shulman 
Gladys Goldstein 
Mildred Kohn 
Miriam Levner 
Lydia Selvin 
Adele Sorkin 

8A9 
Camillo Como 
Walter Cantella 
Mary Christiana 


8A7 
Eleanor Malanka 
Diana Sangeniona 


8A6 
Frank Murano 
Mary Amendolagine 
Antoinette Badalomenti 
Mildred Catsores 
Ada Cohn ~ 
Mary Faecicchio 
Bertha Fink 
Ray Grossman 
Mildred Horowitz 
Rhoda Liebowitz 
Ethel Massuras 
Helen Milgrom 
Margaret Rubertone 


8A5 
Fred De Cicco 


Philomena De Ambrosia 


Eileen Whelan 

8A4 
Frank Guadging 
Camelo Noci 
Michael Padula_ 
Delphine Giangocomo 
Alba Taranta 
Anna Tutrone 

8A3 
Jonas Antipolsky 
John Badarracca 
Benjamin Boas 
Florence Bloom 
Robert Dishotsky 
David Harris 
Leonard Lessem 
Louis Serbes 
Emily Sileochio 
Joel Steiner 
Dorothy Sullivan 
Fay Weitzner 
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Stanley Gottfried 
Henry Ladman 
Harold Schroer 
Cecelio Glicher 
Antoinette Lanzono 
Lillian Mosler 
Dorothy Schumer 
Henrietta Spincller 


8A1 
Philip Capri 
Joseph Sacra 
Rosaria Patricola 
Nathan Halpern 
Frank Landsberg 
Herbert Levin 
Harry Nadler 
Harry Sher 


7B10 

Pasquale Jacobozzo 
Antonio Micelli 
Pasquale Orlino 
Abraham Smith 
Harriet Mendolson 
Lillie Sciabbe 
Grace Wallick 


7B9 
Emanual Diorio 
Joseph Murma 
Antonia Fortezza 


7B8 
Louis Cosentino 
George Iacona 
Salvatore Pellechia 


7B7 
Frank Tipaldi 


7B6 
Peter Gandolfo 
Dominick Russo 
Lillie Bura 
Margaret Chambers 
Florence Leone 
Dorothy Levine 
Josephine Martello 
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Mamie Tota 7B2 George Held Stanley Rogoff 
Enes Zandomenego Carmelo Casaccio Frank Lutrario Harry Treiber 
“BS Valentino Guarino Helen Sparagua Nathan Wagner 


William Capaldo 
Thomas Ferrara 
Charles Pino 
Gerald Potar 
Sam Votsis 

Rose Chusano 
Mary Frasce 
Dorothy Pierce 
Lena Sabella 
Teresa Tommasulo 
Saverio Esposito 
Herbert Goldstein 
Sam Kilzou 
George Rosenthal 
Onofrio Russo 


7B4 


Alfred Spatola 
Jessie Checkanowritz 
Nancy Incao 

Pearl Lyons 

Rose Nathanson 
Cecila Orsini 

Ida Strangis 

Dora Tayor 


- 7B3 


Robert Bungary 
Emilio Esposito 
Costa Pappas 
Helen Alimento 
Fillomena Lapolla 
Angelina Magglioza 
Shirley Strewy 
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Edward Janowski 
Neil Baker 
Frances Bechinella 
Anna Rice 


7B1 

Morris Becman 
Milton Feldman 
Robert Huber 
Walter Kleinman 
John Kuspiel 
Anthony Lento 
Harry Michelson 
Marvin Stark 
Iris Nierenberg 
Mildred Stone 


7A8 
Edmond Guglielmi 
Antoni Milano 
Mary Calise 


7A7 
Henry Boyarsky 
Vincent Crisa 
Frank Tasso 
Louis Valentino 
Edward Vivolo 
Ruth Chamberlain 
Antoinette Consentino 
Lilly Tasso 


7A6 
John Bummara 
Max Elkin 

7A4 
Rocco Nicosia 


Jacob Gold 


Best Wishes from 


7AI1 


Compliments of 


7A3 


Verna Modica 
Susie Greco 
Regina Geora 
Virginia Bicchinella 
7A3 
Angelo Coeo 
Joseph De Gaetan 
Kyle Faoroni 
Mario Gugbelmi 
Concetta Carrubio 
Marion Esposito 
Lucy Venture 


7A1 
Louis Borkess 
Isabel Bottini 
Rosalie Castellano 
Roland Cooperstein 
Nicoletta De Vito 
Irving Feldman 
Helen Gardinis 
Selma Klein 
Daniel Klausner 
Jesse Landman 
Elaine Lavinsky 
Joseph Martz 
John Muzii 
Albert Oppedisan 
Angelo Pastorello 
Norman Weinberger 


RAI 
Herbert Berger 
Mortimer Garfeild 
Teddy Lipin 
Paul Platt 


Martin Wobin 
Roy Frank 
Hyman Busch 
Sylvia Connor 
Irene Dachis 
Bernice Fishman 
Ann Selma Levin 
Charlotte Swick 


RA2 
Elena Langiocola 
Nicholas Cappadona 
Thelma Tritalonge 
Jane Leblang 
Sylvia Beidler 
Vivian Trauben 
Helen Goldstein 
Etta Saldinger 
Harriet Karelson 
Bernard Unger 


RA3 
Paul Brodsky 
Milton Drobin 
Donald Kitzis 
Martin Levy 
Robert Wilson 
Melvin Weiner 
Dorothy Brilliant 
Florence Feldman 
Sylvia Freedman 
Fay Fordin 
Helen Kakan 
Theodora Metzger 
Shirley Mayer 
Vera Munitz 


Best Washes 


7B4 


Success to the ‘Beacon’ 


7A6 


Best Wishes 
7A7 
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AS GOOD AS THE BANK 


Wife: “John, the baby has swallowed a 
cent! What on earth shall I do?” 

John: “Oh, well, let him keep it. Next 
I'riday is his birthday.” 

* ke * 

Mr. and Mrs. Jones moved into a light- 
house because Mr. Jones said, “I want my 
wife to do lighthousekeeping.”’ 


* * * 


THE ROLLING PIN 


As I was walking down the street I met 
a4 man in stocking feet. I said to him, 
“Ny very dear man why do you run as 
you can” 

He said to me, “Is it a very great sin to 
run before a rolling pin? But, excuse me, 
please, here comes my wife, and I must run 


for my very dear life. 
* *K * 


CHECKING UP ON MA 


Mother: “Why are you reading that 
book on the education of children.” 
Son: ““To see if you are bringing me up 
right.” 
* K * 

Wife: “There is company at the door 
and we are not through with dinner yet.” 
Scotchman: Quick! Grab a toothpick.” 

* K * 
“Did you test this stuff, Joe?” 
“Yea, I poured some in the ash tray to 
burn it.” 


yo 









“Did it burn green?” - 
“T don’t know, I can’t find the ash tray!” 


* * * 


The laziest guy inthe world handed in an 
exam paper in which he said the following, 
“Please see Pete’s paper for my answers!” 


* * * 


We have had the bread lines of America, 
the rice lines of China and now we have 
the spaghetti lines of Italy. I'll bet they’re 
long ones too. 


* * * 


‘Waiter, I want pork chops with fried 
potatoes, and have the chops lean.” “Yes 
sir, which way sir.” | 


* * * 


“Say, Barber, when you get through shav- 
ing me, will you give me a drink of water?” 

Barber: “Why surely, is your throat 
dry?” 

Victim: “No, I just want to see if my 
mouth still hold water!” 

* K * 

John: Say Joe I saw your sister yesterday 

but she didn’t see me. 


Joe: Yeah, I know, she told me. 


* * * 
Julia: Why don’t you put your jokes in 


the paper? 
Mary: Why should I, they’ll only laugh. 
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ANSWERS —— PROVERBS 


Haste makes waste. 

Speech is silver, silence is golden. 
Birds of a feather, flock together. 
Health is wealth. 

Honesty is the best policy. 

A penny saved is a penny earned. 
Take care of the pennies, and the dol- 
lars will take care of themselves. 

An ounce of prevention is better than 
a pound of cure. 


. Seeing is believing. 
. Friendship mellows with age. 
. Serve yourself, would you be well 


served. 


. Laugh and the world laughs with you; 


Weep and you weep alone. 


. He who fights and runs away will live 


to fight another day. 
Make hay while the sun shines, 
Kindness effects more than severity. 


“SEE 





’: 16. Do to others as you would have them 
do unto you. 
17. Thrice is he armed, if his quarrel is 
good. (Lawyer). 
518. Never leave off for tomorrow, what can 
be done today. 
19. Gratitude is the sign of the noble soul. 
20. He that is neither one thing nor the 
other has no friends. 
21. There is always someone worse off than 
yourself. 
22. Be content with your lot, one can not 
be first in everything. 
23. It is best to prepare for the days of 
necessity. 
24. Destroy the seed of evil, or it will grow 
up to your ruin. 
25. Outside show is a poor substitute for 
inner worth. 


By—Gertrude Jacobs 7B2 





@® USES NO WATER 


® LOWEST OPERATING 
COST 


PERMANENT SILENCE 


CONSTANT, STEADY 
COLD 


@ PLENTY OF ICE CUBES 
® LONG LIFE 


NON-STOP DEFROST- 
ING 

@ TWO-TEMPERATURE 

CHILLING UNIT 


@ TRIGGER-TRAY 
RELEASE 


TEMPERATURE 
REGULATOR 


@® ADJUSTABLE BOTTOM 
SPLIT SHELVES 


° 
mine! 


THE GAS REFRIGERATOR 
at all our offices ... see how it op- 
erates without machinery ... The 
price is now lower than ever. 


BROOKLYN BOROUGH GAS COMPANY 
Coney Island ¢ Kings Highway @ Sheepshead Bay ® Gerrittsen Beach 
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DEcatur 2-4570 


HARRY J. PAUL 
Photography 
for Schools and Colleges Exclusively 


336 NEW YORK AVENUE 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


For three years we've had work and 


fun NATHAN’S FAMOUS 


Farewell to Boody, A Good Place to Eat 


From 
Always Gives the Most and the Best 


9B1 Surf Avenue Coney Island, N. Y. 


Best Wishes from 
RD1 


When we have left Boody behind, 
It will be out of sight but not out of 
mind. 


Nos meilleurs voeux 


RC4 


Compliments of 


RC1 


Il n’y a que le premier pas qui coute 


RB3 
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Sy a A i 


RD2 


We think that we shall never see 


A school as clean as our Boody 


RD3 


Here’s to the Boody Beacon 


May it successful Be. 


From 7A2 a wish sincere, 


For the school it counts so dear. 


Farewell to Boody 


9B3 


Compliments of 


8B2 
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SS. 


J. PATAKY 
High Grade Cancellations and 
Sample Shoes 


463 KINGS HIGHWAY 
Near Gravesend Ave. B’klyn, N. Y. 


Compliments of 
BLAN 
The Radio Man 


177 GREENWICH STREET 
ye Rs 


Compliments of 


“Jolly Dancers” 


Dramatic Club IV 
is taking part in wishing 
The Boody Beacon Success 


Compliments of 


9B4 


Compliments of 


9B2 


THE NOVELTY CLUB 


They say that this David A. Boody 
Is as tempting as a tutti fruittie 
There’s a club within 

Every girl wears a grin 

And the room is the beauty of beauties. 
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Compliments of 9Al 








9A5 Compliments of 






Compliments o f 


8B5 





9B5 






Compliments of 










Best Wishes 
8B8 Best Wishes from 








9A3 





Compliments of 






To the class of 






9A4 












8Al Success comes more and more 
Loyal and True is 


8Bl1 





8A2 





Full of zest 






5G: SRE ON MAS Ue Ness AS Always tries to do its best. 


Avanti sempre la bella lingua Italiana 


8A4 












Best Wishes from 
8B3 







“Let’s Strive For 
| Nous souhaitons le plus grand succés 


8A 3” au Beacon. 







8B4 
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Cpeceltion 
Compliments of 
Compliments of 
Compliments of 
Compliments of 
Compliments of 


Modesty does not permit us to discuss 
our ability. 


Wish the best of luck to you! 


Compliments of 


‘So do your work each day, that every- 
one may do his own better. 
Labore et Honore 
Best Wishes 
Compliments of 
Compliments of 
Best Wishes for Boody 


ood luck to the Beacon, ~ 


nd lots of success, 
From a club that has 
Moments of real happiness. 
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J. H. S. 228, BKLYN. 
ISSUE OF JUNE, 1933 





